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PREFACE. 



I NEVER had the slightest intention of writing a . 
book. Had such a thought entered my mind, I 
should not long have entertained it. It would have 
seemed presumptuous. What ! /, Fanny Fern, write 
a book ? I never could have believed it possible. 

How, then, came the book to be written ? some one 
may ask. Well, that *s just what puzzles me, I can 
only answer in the dialect of the immortal " Topsy," 
" I 'spect it growed !'* And, such as it is, it must go 
forth; for *• what is written, is wriiten^^^ and — ster- 
eotyped. 

So, dear readers (for I certainly number some 
warm, friendly hearts among you), here is my book, 
which I sincerely wish were worthier of your regard. 
But I can only offer you a few *' Fern leaves," gath- 
ered at random, in shady spots, where sunbeams sel- 
dom play, and which I little thought ever to press 
for your keeping. 

Many of the articles submitted were written for 
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and published in the Boston Olive Branch, Boston 
True Flag, and the New York Musical World and 
Times, while many are now here published for the 
first time. 

Some of the articles are sad, some are gay ; each 
13 independent of all the others, and the work is 
consequently disconnected and fragmentary; but, if 
the reader will imagine me peeping over his shoulder, 
quite happy should he pay me the impromptu com- 
pliment of a smile or a tear, it is possible wo may 
come to a good understanding by the time the book 

shall have been perused. 

Fanny Fern. 
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"THE STILL SMALL VOICE." 

Poor, tired little Frank ! He had gazed at that stereo- 
typed street panorama, till his eyelids were drooping with 
ireariness. Omnibuses, carts, cabs, wheelbarrows, men, 
women, horses, and children ; the same old story. There 
is a little beggar-boy driving hoop. Franky never drives 
hoop ; — no, he is dressed too nicely for that. Once in a 
while he takes the air ; but Peter the serving-man, or 
Bridget the nurse, holds his hand very tightly, lest he 
should soil his embroidered frock. Now little Frank 
changes from one foot to the other, and then he creeps 
up to his young mamma, who lies half-buried in those 
satin cushions, reading the last new novel, and lays his 
hand on her soft curls ; but she shakes him off with an 
impatient ** Don't Franky ;" and he creeps back again to 
the window. 

There winds a funeral slowly past. How sad the 
mourners look, clad in sable, with their handkerchiefs to 
their eyes ! It is a child's funeral, too ; for there is no 
hearse, and the black pall floats from the first carriage 
window, like a signal of distress. A sudden thought 
itrikes Franky, — the tears spring to his eyes, and. 
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creeping again to \ns mother's side, he says, " l^Iamma, 
must I die, too ? " 

The young mother says, abstractedly, without raising 
her blue eyes from the novel she is reading, " What did 
you ?ay, Frank ? " 

" ^lamma, must I die, too ? " 

" Yes — no ! What an odd question ! Pull the bell, 
Charley. Here, Peter, take Frank up stairs to the nurs- 
ery, and coax Bruno along to play tricks for him ;" and 
Frank*s mamma settles herself down again upon her 
luxurious cushions. 

The room is very quiet, now that Franky is banished ; 
nobody is in it but herself and the canary. Her position 
is (juite easy ; her favorite book between her fingers, — 
why not yield herself again to the author's witching 
spell ? A\Tiy do the words, " Must I die, too," stare at 
her from every page ? They were but a child's words. 
She is childish to heed them ; and she rises, lays aside 
the book, and sweeps her white hand across her harp- 
strings, while her rich voice floats musically upon the 
air. One stanza only she sings, then her hands fall by 
her side ; for still that little, plaintive voice keeps ring- 
ing in her ear, ** Must I die, too, manuna ? " 

Death ! — why, it is a thing she has never thought of; 
— and she walks up to the long mirror. Death for her, 
with that beaming eye, and scarlet lip, and rosy cheek, 
and sunny tress, and rounded limb, and springing step ? 
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Death for her, with broad lands, and full coffers, and the 
world of fiishion at her feet ? Death for her, with the 
love of that princely husband, who covets even the kiss 
of the breeze as it fans hor white brow ? Darkness, 
decay — oblivion? (No, not oblivion! There is a fu- 
ture, but she has never looked into it.) 



" Well, which is it, my pet, the opera, the concert, or 
Madame B.'s sairie f I am yours to command." 

" Neither, I believe, Walter. I am out of tune to- 
night; or, as Madame B. would say, 'Vaporish;* so I 
shall inflict myself on nobody. But — " 

"0, I beg your pardon, Mrs. Rose; I am fond of a 
merry face, too. Smile, now, or I *m off to the club, or 
the billiard room ; or, as husbands say when they are 
'hard up' for an excuse, I have *a business engage- 
ment.* What ! a tear ? What grief can you have, little 
Rose ? " 

" You know, Walter, what a strange child our Frank 
is. Well, he asked me such an odd, old-fashioned ques- 
tion to-day, *Mu8t I die, too, mamma ?* in that little flute- 
like voice of his, and it set mo thinking, that 's all. I 
can't rid myself of it ; and, dear Walter," said she, lay- 
ing her tearful cheek upon his shoulder, " I don't know 
that I ought to try." 

** 0, nonsense. Rose ! " said the gay husband, " don't 
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turn Methodist, if you love me. Aunt Charity has relig- 
ion enough for the whole nation. You can't ask her 
which way the wind is, but you have a description of 
* Canaan.' Religion is well enough for priests; it is 
their stock in trade ; — well enough for children and old 
people ; — well enough for ancient virgins, who like vestry 
meetings to pass away a long evening; but for you, 
Rose, the very queen of love and beauty, in the first 
flush of youth and health — pshaw ! Call Camille to 
arrange your hair, and let 's to the opera. Time enough, 
my pet, to think of religion, when you see your first gray 
hair." 

Say you so, man of the sinewy limb and flashing eye ? 
See ! — up Calvary's rugged steep a slender form bends 
wearily beneath its heavy cross ! That sinless side, 
those hands, those feet are pierced — for you. Tortured, 
athirst, fuint, agonized, — the dark cloud hiding the 
Father's face, — that mournful wail rings out on the still 
air, " My God ! my God ! why hast thou forsaken me ? " 

The dregs of lifct our offering for all this priceless 
love, sinless Son of God ! The palsied hand, and 
clouded brain, and stammering tongue, and leaden foot 
of age, thy trophies ? God forbid ! And yet, alas ! 
amid dance, and song, and revel, that " still small voice " 
was hushed. The winged hours, mis-spent and wasted, 
flew quickly past. No tear of repentance fell ; no sup- 
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pliant knee was bent ; no hooseliold altar flame sent np 
its grated incense. 



"Must I die, too?" 

Sweet child ! — but as tbe sun dies; bat as the stars 
fade out ; but as the flowers die, for a resurrection mom ! 
Close the searching eye beneath the prisoning lid ; cross 
the busy hands over the pulseless heart. Life — life eter- 
nal ! for thee, thou young immortal ! 

Joy to thee, young mother ! From that little grave, so 
tear-bedewed, the flower of repentance springs, at last 
No tares shall choke it; no blight or mildew blast it! 
God's smile shall be its sunshine, and heaven thy. reward. 



Dear reader; so the good Shepherd hides the little 
Iamb in his arms, that she who gave it life may hear iU 
voice and follow. 



LOOK ON THIS PICTURE, AND 
THEN ON THAT. 

'< Father is coming !'* and little, round faces grow 
long, and merry voices are hushed, and toys are hustled 
into the closet; and mamma glances nervously at the 
door ; and baby is bribed with a lump of sugar to keep 
the peace ; and father's business &ce relaxes not a 
muscle ; and the little group huddle like timid sheep in 
a corner, and tea is despatched as silently as if speak- 
ing were prohibited by the statute book ; and the chil- 
dren creep like culprits to bed, marvelling that baby dare 
crow so loud, now that " Father has come." 



" Father is coming! ** and bright ejes sparkle for joy, 
and tiny feet dance with glee, and eager faces press 
against the window-pane ; and a bevy of rosy lips claim 
kisses at the door ; and picture-books lie unrebuked on 
the table ; and tops, and balls, and dolls, and kites are 
discussed ; and little Susy lays her soft cheek against the 
paternal whiskers with the most fearless ** abandon;" 
and Charley gets a love-pat for his "medal;** and mam- 
ma's face grows radiant ; and the evening paper is read, 
— not silently, but aloud, — and tea, and toast, and time 
vanish with equal celerity, for jubilee has arrived, and 
'* Father has come ! " 



THE WIDOW'S TRIALS. 

Tub funeral was over, and Janie Grey came back to 
her desolate home. There were the useless drugs, the 
tempting fruits and flowers, which came all too late for the 
sinking sufferer. Wherever her eye fell, there was some 
sad reminiscence to torture her. Thej, whose life had 
been all sunshine, came in from cheerful homes, whose 
threshold death's shadow had never darkened, to offer 
consolation. All the usual phrases of stereotyped con- 
dolence had fallen upon her ear ; and now thej had all 
gone, and the world would move on just the same that 
there was one more broken heart in it. She must bear 
her weary weight of woe alone. She knew that her star 
had set. Earth, sea and sky had no beauty now, since 
the eye that worshipped them with her was dosed and 



" Whom the Lord loveth, ho chasteneth," said Uncle 
John, joining the tips of the fingers of either hand, and 
settling himself in a vestry attitude, to say his lesson. 
Afflictions come not out of the ground. Man is oat 
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down like a flower. God is the God of the widow and 
the fatherless. I suppose you find it so ? " said he, look- 
ing into the widow's face. 

" I can scarcely tell," said Janie. " This was a light- 
ning flash from a summer cloud. My eyes are blinded ; 
I cannot see the bow of promise." 

" Wrong ; all wrong," said Uncle John. " The Lord 
gave, and the Lord has taken away. You ought to be 
resigned. I *m afraid you don't enjoy religion. AflOiic- 
tions are mercies in disguise. I '11 lend you this volume 
of < Dew-Drops' to read. You must get submissive, 
somehow, or you will have some other trouble sent upon 
you. Good morning." 

Uncle John was a rigid sectarian, of the bluest school 
of divinity ; enjoyed an immense reputation for sanctity, 
than which nothing was dearer to him, save the contents 
of his pocket-book. It was his glory to be the Alpha and 
Omega of parish gatherings and committees ; to be con- 
sulted on the expediency of sending tracts to the Kan- 
garoo Islands ; to be present at the laying of comer- 
stones for embryo churches; to shine conspicuously at 
ordinations, donation visits. Sabbath-school celebrations, 
colporteur meetings, — in short, anything that smacked 
of a church-steeple, or added one inch to the length and 
breadth of his pharisaical skirt. Ho pitied the poor, as 
every good Christian should ; but he never allowed them 
to pat their hands in his pocket ; — that was a territory 
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oyer wiiich the ohorch had no control, — it belonged 
entirely to the other side of the fence. 

Uncle John sat in his counting-room, looking very 
satifl&ctorily at the proof-sheets of " The Morning Star," 
of which he was editor. He had just glanced over his 
long list of subscribers, and congratulated himself that 
matters were in such a prosperous condition. Then he 
took out a large roll of bank bills, and fingered them 
most affectionately ; then he frowned ominously at a poor 
beggar child, who peeped in at the door ; smoothed hia 
chin, and settled himself comfortably in his rocking-chair. 

A rap at the door of the counting-room. "May I 
come in, uncle ?" and Janie's long, black veil was thrown 
back from her sad face. 

" Y-e-s," said Uncle John, rather frigidly. " Pretty 
busy, — 'spose you won*t stay long ? " and he pushed his 
porte-monnaie further down in his pocket. 

" I came to ask," said Janie, timidly, " if you would 
employ me to write for your paper. Matters are mora 
desperate with me than I thought, and there is a neces- 
sity for my doing something immediately. I believe I 
have talents that I might turn to account as a writer. I 
have literally nothing, Uncle John, to depend upon." 

" Your husband was an extravagant man ; — lived too 
&8t, — that's the trouble, — lived too fast. Ought to 
have been economical as I was, when I was a young man. 
Can't have your cake and eat it, too. Can't eq;MCI me to 
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make up for other people's deficiencies. Yon most take 
care of yourself, ^^ 

" Certainly, that 's just what I wish to do," said Janie, 
struggling to restrain her tears. "I — I — " but she 
only finished the sentence with sobs ; the contrast between 
the sunny past and the gloomy present was too strong 
for her troubled heart. 

Now, if there was anything Uncle John mortally 
hated, it was to see a woman cry. In all such cases 
he irritated the victim till she took a speedy and fren- 
zied leave. So he remarked again that " Mr. May was 
extravagant, else there would have been something left. 
He was sorry ho was dead ; but that was a thing he 
was n't to blame for, — and he did n't know any reason 
why he should be bothered about it. The world was full 
of widows ; — they all went to work, he supposed, and 
took care of themselves." 

" If you will tell me whether you can employ mo to 
write for you," said the widow, " I will not trouble you 
longer." 

" I have plenty who will write for nothing," said the 
old man. " Market is overstocked with that sort of thing. 
Can't afford to pay contributors, specially new beginners. 
Don't think you have any talent that way, either. Bet- 
ter take in sewing, or something," said he, taking out his 
watch, by way of a reminder that she had better be 
g<»ng. 



THi widow's trials. 21 

The yoang widow ooold scarcely see her way oat 
through her fast-falling tears. It was her first bitter 
lesson in the world's selfishness. She, whose tender feet 
had been so love-guided, to walk life's thorny path alone ; 
she, for whom l ) gift was rich, or rare, or costly enough ; 
she, who had leaned so trustingly on the dear arm now so 
powerless to shield her ; she, to whom love was life, 
breath, being, to meet only careless glances, — nay, more, 
harsh and taunting words. 0, where should that strickea 
heart find rest, this side hearen ? 

Yet she might not yield to despair ; there was a little, 
innocent, helpless one, for whom she must live on, and 
toil, and struggle. Was the world all darkness ? Bent 
every knee at Mammon's shrine ? Beat every human 
heart only for its own joys and sorrows ? 

Pays and months rolled on. Uncle John said his 
prayers, and went to church, and counted over his dear 
bank bills; and the widow sat up till the stars grew 
pale, and bent wearily over long pages of manuscript ; 
and little Rudolph lay with his rosy cheek nestled to the 
pillow, crushing his bright ringlets, all unconscious of the 
weary vigil the young mother was keeping. And now it 
was New-Year's night ; and, as she laid aside her pen, 
memory called her back to rich, simny days, — to a lux- 
urious home. Again she was leaning on that broad, true 
breast Troops of friends were about them. 0, where 
were they now ? Then she looked upon her small, plainly 
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fbmished room, bo unattractiye to the eye of taste and 
refinement ; — then it fell upon her child, too young to 
remember that father, whose last act was to kibs his baby 
brow. 

Still the child slumbered on, — his red lips parted with 
a smile, — and, for the first time, she noted the little 
stocking, yet warm from the dimpled foot, hung close by 
the pillow, with childhood's beautiful trust in angel hands 
to fill it ; and, covering her face with her hands, she wept 
aloud, that this simple luxury must be denied a mother's 
heart. Then, extinguishing her small lamp, she laid 
her tearful cheek against the rosy little sleeper, with 
that instinctive yearning for sympathy, which only the 
wretched know. In slumber there b, at least, forgetful- 
ness. Kind angels whisper hope in dreams. 

The golden light of New-Year's morning streamed 
through the partially opened shutters upon the curly 
bead that already nestled uneasDy on its pillow. The 
blue eyes opened slowly, like violets kissed by the 
sun, and the little hand was outstretched to grasp the 
empty stocking. His lip quivered, and tears of disap- 
pointment forced themselves through his tiny fingers ; 
while his mother rose, sad and unrefreshed, to meet 
another day of toil. And Uncle John, oblivious of 
everything that might collapse his purse, sat comfortably 
in his rocking-chair, "too busy" to call on his niece. 
Treading, not in his Lord's footsteps, where sorrow, and 
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■lifieTy, and waat, made foot-tracks, but where the well- 
warmed, well-clad, and well-filled, sat at Dives' table. 

Time flew on. A brighter day dawned for Janie. She 
had triumphed over disappointments and discouragements 
before which stouter hearts than hers had quailed. Com- 
fort and independence were again hers, — earned by her 
own imtiring hand. Uncle John was not afraid of her 
now. He turned no more short corners to avoid her. 
She needed no assistance. Uncle John liked to notice 
that sort of people. He grew amiable, even facetious ; 
and, one day, in his uproariousness, actually sent a three- 
cent-piece to his nephew, whom he had not inquired fop 
for three long years. 

Janie's praises reached him from every quarter ; and 
he took a great deal of pains to let people know that this 
new literary light was his niece. Had he known she 
would have turned out such a star, he would have em- 
ployed her. Now she was swelling other editors' sub- 
scription lists, instead of his. That was a feature of the 
case he was fully prepared to understand ! 

" No talent that way ! " said Janie to herself, as she 
saw him, at last, very coolly transfer, with his editorial 
hand, her articles to " The Morning Star," without credit, 
without remuneration to herself. Sanctimonious, avari- 
cious Uncle John ! Did you count the weary vigils they 
cost the writer ? Did you count the tears which blis- 
tered their pages ? Did you dream of the torturing 
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process bj which the bird was blinded, ere it could be 
learned to sing so sweetly ? Knew you that those gush- 
ing notes reached you, through prison bars, from a weary 
captive's throat ? No, no. Uncle John ! how should you ? 
For where your heart should have been, there was a 
decided vacuum. 



MY LITTLE SUNBEAM. 



Neter saw my little sunbeam ? Well, she was a little 
creature who passed my window each day, on her way 
to school, and who made my acquaintance, child fashion, 
with a smile. Perhaps none but myself would have 
called her pretty ; but her eyes were full of love, and 
her voice of music. Every day she laid a little bunch 
of violets on my window. You might have thought it 
a trifling gifl, but it was much to me ; for, afler my 
little sunbeam had vanished, I closed my eyes, and the 
fragrance of those tiny flowers carried me buck, 0, 
whither ? 

They told of a fragrant, shadowy wood ; of a rippling 
brook ; of a bird's song ; of whispered leaf-music ; of a 
mossy seat ; of dark, soul-lit eyes ; of a voice sweet, and 
low, and thrilling ; of a vow that was never broken till 
death chilled the lips that made it. God shield my littlo 
Sunbeam ! May she find more roses than thorns in her 
earthly pathway. 



SELF-CONQUEST. 

" Well, Bridget, what do you think of the bride ? " 
" 0, she *s a pretty young thing ; but if she had known 
as much as you and I do of her husband's mother, she 
never would have come to live with her. She *s a regu- 
lar old hyena, and if she don't bring the tears into those 
blue eyes before the honey-moon is over, my name is n't 
Bridget. Why, she 's the most owdacious old thing ! 
She overhauled all her wardrobe yesterday, before she 
could get here ; and, as I passed through the entry, I 
heard her muttering to herself, * Silk stockings, humph ! 
— ruffled under-clothes ! Wonder if she thinks I '11 have 
them ironed here ? Embroidered night-caps, silk dresses ! 
Destruction and ruin ! ' " 

" I '11 tell you what, Bridget, there never was a house 
built yet, that was big enough for two families to live in ; 
and you '11 find out that this won't be, I reckon." 



** What ! tears, Emma ? — tears ! " said the young hus- 
band, as he returned from his counting-room one day, 
about a month after their marriage ; and, with a look of 
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anxiety, lie drew her closer to his breast. " Tell me, you 
do not so soon repent your choice ? " The little, rosy 
mouth was held up temptingly for a kiss ; and in those 
blue eyes he read the answer his heart was seeking. 

" What, then, is your pet canary sick ? Can't you 
dress your hair to suit you? Or are you in despair 
because you can't decide in which of all your dresses 
you look prettiest ? " 

** Don't be ridiculous, Ilarry ! " said Emma, laughing 
and crying together. " I feel nervous, that 's all. I 'm 
BO glad you 've come home." 

Harry felt sure that was not all ; but he forbore to 
question her, for he felt very sure she would tell him all 
in good time. 

The truth was, Harry's mother had been lecturing her 
daughter-in-law, all the morning, upon the degeneracy of 
the times ; — hoped she would not think of putting on all 
the fine things her friends had been so foolish as to rig her 
out in ! — times were not now as they used to be ! — that 
if Harry gave her pocket-money, she had better give it to 
her to keep, and not bo spending it for nonsense ; — that a 
young wife's place was in her husband's house ; — and she 
hoped bhe would leave off that babyish trick, of running 
home every day to see her mothef and sisters. 

Emma listened in silent amazement. She was a warm- 
hearted, affectionate girl, but she was very high-spirited* 
Hie color came and went rapidly in her cheek ; but she 
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forced back the tears that were starting to her ejes, for 
she had too much pride to allow her to see them fall. 

After old Mrs. Hall retired, she sat for a moment or 
two, recalling her words. "* Babyish,' to love my own 
dear home, where I was as merry as a cricket &om morn- 
ing till night ; where we all sang, and played, and read, 
in mother's dear old room, and father and mother the 
happiest of us all — * babyish ! ' I won't be dictated to ! " 
said the young wife. " I 'm married if I am only nine- 
teen, and my own mistress ;" and the rebellious tones 
would come in spite of her determination. But then she 
thought of Harry, — dear Harry, — whom she had already 
learned to love so well. Her first impulse was, to tell 
him. But she had a great deal of good sense, if she was 
young ; and she said to herself, " No, that won't do ; — 
then he '11 have to take sides with one or the other, and 
either way it will make trouble. It may wean his love 
from mo, too. No, no, I 'U try to get along without ; but 
I wish I had known more about her, before I came here 
to live." 

And so she smiled and chatted gayly with Harry, and 
hoped he had set it down to the account of " nervous- 
ness." Still the hours passed slowly, when he was absent 
at his business ; and she felt uneasy every time she heard 
a step on the stairs, lest the old lady should subject her 
to some new triaL 

^ I wonder what has come over our fimma ? '' nod one 
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of her sisters; " she has grown so grave and matronly. I 
half-hated Harry when he carried her off, and I quite 
hate him now, for she 's so sedate and moping. I desire 
to keep my neck out of the matrimonial noose." 

Shortly afler this, £mma*s mother sent her some little 
delicacy, manufactured by herself, of which she knew her 
daughter to be particularly fond. Mrs. Hall brought it into 
her room, and set it down on the table as if she were 
testing the strength of the dish, and said, " I wonder if 
your mother is afraid you '11 not have enough to eat here. 
One would think you were a child at a boarding-school." 

Emma controlled herself by a strong effort, and made 
her no reply, simply taking the gift from her hands, with 
a nod of acknowledgment. Every day brought her some 
such petty annoyance ; and her father-in-law, who waB 
old and childish, being quite as troublesome as his wife 
in these respects, it required all Emma's love for Harry 
to carry her through. 

She still adhered to her determination, however, to 
conceal her trouble from her husband; and though he 
noticed she was less vivacious, perhaps he thought the 
mantle of matronly dignity so becoming to his young wife, 
that he felt no disposition to find fault with it. In the 
mean time, old Mrs. Hall being confined to her room with 
a violent influenza, the reins of government were very 
unwillingly resigned into Emma's hands. What endless 

charges she received aboat the dusting and sweeping, and 

8« 
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cooking, ending always with this soliloquy, as the door 
closed upon Emma's retreating form, ** I am a goose to 
tell her anything about it. She 's as ignorant as a Hot- 
tentot, — it will all go in one ear, and out the other." 
And the old lady groaned in spirit, as the vision of the 
nose of the tea-kettle pointing the wrong way, or the 
sauce-pan hung on the wrong nail, flitted through her 
mind. Emma exerted herself to the utmost to please 
her ; but the gruel was always " not quite right," the 
pillows not arranged easily behind her back, or she ex- 
pected to find " Bedlam let loose" when she got down 
stairs, and various other encouraging prognostications of 
the same character. 

" Emma," said Harry, "how should you like living five 
miles out of the city ? I have seen a place that just suits 
my fancy, and I think of hiring it on trial." 

Emma hesitated. She wished to ask, "Does your 
mother go with us ? " but she only said, " I could not 
tell, dear Harry, how I should like the place, till I saw 
it ; but I should fear it would take you too much from 
me. It would seem so odd to have five miles' distance 
between us for the whole day. 0, I 'm very sure I 
should n't like it, Harry ! " and the thought of her mother- 
in-law clouded her sunny face, and, in spite of herself, a 
tear dropped on her husband's hand. 

" Well, dear Emma, now I 'm very sure you will like 
it," — and his large, dark eyes had a look she did not 
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quite understand, even with all her skill and practice in 
reading them, — **and so I*m going to drive you out 
there this very afternoon, and we 'U see,*' said he, gajlj 
kissing her forehead. 

'* O, what a little Paradise, Harry ! Look at that 
cluster of prairie roses ! What splendid old trees ! See 
how the wind sweeps the drooping branches across the 
tall grass ! And that little, low window, latticed over 
with sweet briar ; and that pretty terraced flower-garden, 
— O, Uarry ! " 

** Well, let us go inside, Emma ;" and, applying a key 
he held in his hand, the door yielded to his touch, and 
they stood side by side in a little rustic parlor, furnished 
simply, yet so tastefully. Tables, stands, and mantel, 
covered with vases, sending forth fragrance from the 
sweetest of wild-wood flowers; the long, white muslin 
curtains, looped away from a window, whence could be 
seen wooded hill, and fertile valley, and silvery stream. 
Then they ascended into the old chamber, which was 
quite as unexceptionable in its appointments. Emma 
looked about in bewildered wonder. 

'* But who lives here now, Harry ? " 

" Nobody." 

" Nobody ? What a tease you are ! To whom does all 
this furniture belong, — and who arranged everything 
with such exquisite taste ? I have been expecting every 
minute to see the mistress of the mansion step out." 
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, . ^vWell, there she Ib," said Harry, leading her gaylj up 
to the looking-glass. " I only hope you admire her half 
as much as I do. Do you think I 'ye been blind and 
deaf, because I Ve been dumb ? Do you think I 'ye not 
seen my high-spirited little wife, struggling with trial, 
day by day, suffering, enduring, gaining the yictory oyer 
her own spirit, silently and uncomplainingly ? Do you 
think I could see all this, and not think she was the 
dearest little wife in the world ? " and tears and smiles 
struggled for mastery, as he pressed his lips to her fore- 
head. " And now you will haye nobody to please here, 
but me, Emma. Do.you think the task will be difficult ? " 
The answer, though highly satisfactory to the husband, 
was not intended for you, dear reader ; so please excuse 
Fanny Fern. 



nifSi 



"OUR HATTY." 

She nught have had twenty other names, but that was 
the only appellation I ever heard. It was, "Get out 
of the way, Hatty!" — "I dare say, Hatty broke that 
Twe, or lost that book ! " — " Don't come here ; what a 
firi^t you are, Hatty!" till the poor, sensitive child 
almoBt felt as if she had the mark of Cain upon her fore- 
bead. She had brothers and sisters, but they were 
hrif^t, and nucy, and bold, and cunning; and, when 
they wished to oarry out a &yorite scheme, could throw 
Iheir amis about the parental neck, flatter some weak 
ttde, carry the day, and then laugh at their juvenile 
ftreright; so their coffers were always filled, while poor 
Hatty's was empty ; — and she laid all these things up in 
her little grieved heart, and, as she saw duplicity better 
rewarded than sincerity, began to have little infidel 
doubts whether the Bible, that her father read so much 
out of, was really true ; while Joseph's " coat of many 
colors " flaunted ever before her tearful eyes ! All her 
sweet, childish impulses were checked and crushed ; and, 
where the sweet flowers of love and confidence should 
have sprung up, the weeds of distrust and suspicion took 
bitter root ! 
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She took no part in the conversation of the domestio 
circle. **She was stupid," so they told her; and she had 
heard it till she believed it true. Sometimes, as was 
often the case, some talented person made part of the 
family circle ; on such occasions, Hatty would Ibten in 
her corner till her great, wild eyes glowed and burned 
like living coals of fire. But there was one spot where 
none disputed Hatty's right to reign, — a little lonely 
room at the top of the house, which she had fitted up in 
her own wild way, and where she was free &om reproof 
or intrusion. 

You should have seen her there, — with her little yearn- 
ing heart half broken by neglect, — doubtful of her own 
powers, and weeping such passionate tears, that she was 
**so stupid, and ugly, and disagreeable," that nobody 
could ever love her ! And so she made friends with the 
holy stars, the fleecy clouds, and the brilliant rainbow, 
the silver moonbeam, and the swift lightning; and an 
artistic eye, seeing her soul-lit face at that small window, 
might have &ncied her some Italian improvisatrice ! 
There, the fetters fell off, the soul was firee, and the 
countenance mirrored it forth. Back in the fisimily circle, 
she was again " Our Hatty ! " 



" That young daughter of yours differs very much from 
the rest of the fiimily, Mr. Lee," said a maiden lady, who 
was visiting there. 
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" Yes, yes ! " said ilie old man, with a shrug. <* She 
don't look much like a Lee ; in fact, she 's very plain. 
She 's a strange, unaccountable child, — likes her own 
company better than anybody's else, and don't care a 
rush-light for all the nick-nacks other girls are teasing 
for. Sometimes I think she belongs to another brood, — 
got changed in the cradle, or something." 

**How docs she spend her time?" said Miss Tabe- 
tha. 

** I 'm sure I don't know. Wife says she has a little 
den at the top of the house, where she sits star-gazing. 
Queer child, that Hatty! — plain as a pike-staff;" and 
Mr. Lee took up his newspaper, and put his feet on the 
mantel. 

Miss Tabetha was confounded ! She had an uncom- 
monly warm heart, for an old maid. She had never 
been a parent ; — she wished she had, just to show some 
people what a nice one she 'd have made ! She inwardly 
resolved to know more of " Our Hatty." 

Rap, tap, on the door of Hatty's little den, — what on 
earth did it mean ? She hoped they were not going to 
take that away from her ; and, with a guilty, frightened 
look, she opened the door. 

Miss Tabetha entered. 

" Are you vexed with me for coming here, child ? You 
don't look glad to see me." 

<*No, no!" said Hatty, pushing back a tangled maw 
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of dark hair; '*bat it's so odd joa should want to 
oome. Nobodj ever wanted to see me before." 

"And why not, Hattj?" 

" Woll, I don*t know," said she, with touching meek- 
mwH and Himplicity ; "atiless it's because I'm * stupid, 
and ugly, and diKagrecable.' " 

*• Wlio told you that, Hatty ?" 

"All of them down stairs," said she; "and I don't 
euro ahoiit it, only — only," — and the tears rolled down 
lior cluutkH, — " it is so dreadful to feel that nobody can 
ovor lovo mo !" 

M Ikh Tahot ha said, " Humph ! " 

" llutty." Haid she, " come here. Do you ever look in 

'* Not HJnoo a long whilo," said the young girl, shrink- 
ing U\\\, 

"001110 Itoro, and look in this little mirror. Do yon 
•i*»o (hoKo Inritts dark, bright eyes of yours ? Do you see 
\\u\\ woftlth of ruvou hair, which a skilful hand might 
M»hd»'r n bouxity, iuHtoad of that tangled deformity ? Do 
y*\\ m'o {\\y^n^^ litho, mtpplo liml>a, which a little care and 
h(t(H(Mii \\\'u\\\i riMulor gmooful as the swaying willow ? 
*riM»h» l« lutolKvt on wur brow ; soul in your eyes; your 
\oloo l\i«M M thvtlling h(\irt*tiuu\ Hatty, you are a gem 
\\\ U\o hMi^K! — y\Mi (H^nnot bo *uglyi* but, listen to me. 
h i<t owvv n^MimnV duty to bo loToly and attractive, 
\\^\\ hAt^ ^md^iml^l anvl tt«gl<iot«d yooiMlf, my poor 
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child. Nature has been no niggard to you. I do not 
Bay this to make you vain, but to inspire you with & 
proper confidence in yourself. But — what have wo 
here ? " as a large portfolio fell at her feet. 

'' 0, l^Iiss Tabetha, please don't ! It 's only a little 
scribbling, just when I felt wretched ! — please don't ! " 

" Yes, but I shall, though. It 's just what I want to 
see most ;" and she went on reading paper after paper, 
while Hatty stood like a culprit before her. When she 
had finished, she said, very slowly and deliberately : 

" Hatty, come here ! Did you know that you were a 
genius?" 

« A what, Miss Tabetha ? " 

"A genius, you delicious little bit of simplicity, — a 
genius ! You *11 know fast enough what it means ; and 
to think I should have been the first to find it out I " and 
she caught the astonished child in her arms, and kissed 
her, till Hatty thought a genius must be the most delight- 
ful thing in the world, to bring so much love with it. 

" Look here, Hatty, — does anybody know this ?" hold- 
ing up the manuscripts. 

Hatty shook her head. 

"So much the better. * Stupid, ugly and disagree- 
able ! ' humph ! Do you know I 'm going to run off with 
you?" said the little old maid. "We shall see what 
we shall see. Miss Hatty ! " 
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Five years had rolled away. A new life had been 
opened to Hatty. She had grown into a tall, graceful 
woman. Her step was light as a fawn's. Her face, — 
not beautiful, certainly, if tried by the rules of art, — and 
yet, who that watched its ever-varying expression, would 
stop to criticize ? No one cared to analyze the charm. 
She produced the effect of beauty ; she was magnetic ; 
she was fascinating. Miss Tabetha was satisfied; — "she 
knew it would be just so." 

They had almost forgotten her at Lee house. Once 
in a while they wondered " if Miss Tabetha was n*t tired 
of her." Miss Tabetha thought she would let them know ! 
Unbounded was their amazement, when Miss Tabetha 
ushered " Our Hatty " in. It was unaccoimtable ! She 
was really " almost pretty ! " Still there was the same 
want of heart in their manner to her ; and the little old 
maid could not have kept within bounds, had she not had 
powerful reasons of her own for keeping quiet awhile. 

" By the way. Miss Tabetha," said Mr. Lee, " as you 
are a blue-stocking, can you enlighten me as to the author 
of that charming little volume of poems, which has set all 
the literary world astir ? It is n't often I get upon stilts, 
but I 'd give something to see the woman who wrote it." 

Miss Tabetha's time had come. Her eyes twinkled 
with malicious delight. She handed him a volume, say- 
ing, " Well, here is a book I was oommissionod to give 
you by the authoress herself." 
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Mr. Lee mbbed his glasses, set them astride his nose, 
and read the following on the fly-leaf: 

'* To mj dear fiither, James Lee ; from his affectionate 
daughter, The Author." 

Mr. Lee sprang from his chair, and, seizing his child 
bj both hands, ejaculated, " Hatty Lee ! I 'm proud of 
you ! " 

Tears gathered slowly in her large eyes, as she said, 
" 0, not that ! Dear father, fold me once to your heart, 
and say, * Hatty, 1 love you ! ' " 

Her head sank upon his shoulder. The old man read 
his child's heart at last ; ho saw it all, — all her childish 
unhappiness, — and, as he kissed her brow, and cheek, 
and lips, said, in a choking yoice, ** Forgive your old 
father, Hatty ! " 

Her hand was laid upon his lips, while smiles and tears 
chased over her face, like sunshine and shadow over an 
April sky. 

0, what is Fame to a woman ? Like the " apples of 
the Dead Sea," fair to the sight, ashes to the touch ! 
From the depths of her unsatisfied heart, cometh ever a 
voice that will not be hushed, — Take it all back, only 
give me love ! 



TWO IN HEAVEN. 

" You have two children," said I. 

" I hare four," was the reply ; " two on earth, two in 
heaven." 

There spoke the mother ! Still hers, only " gone 
before ! " Still remembered, loved and cherished, by the 
hearth and at the board ; — their places not yet filled ; 
even though their successors draw life from the same 
faithful breast where their dying heads were pillowed. 

" Two in heaven ! " 

Safely housed from storm and- tempest No sickness 
there, nor drooping head, nor fading eye, nor weary feet 
By the green pastures, tended by the good Shepherd, 
linger the little lambs of the heavenly fold. 

" Two in heaven ! " 

Earth less attractive. Eternity nearer. Invisible 
cords, drawing the maternal soul upwards. " Still 
small " voices, ever whispering. Come ! to the world- 
weary spirit. 

" Two in heaven ! " 

Mother of angels! "Walk softly! — holy eyes watch 
thy footsteps ! — cherub forms bend to listen ! Keep thy 
spirit free from earth taint ; so shalt thou " go to them," 
though " they may not return to thee ! " 



"SUMMER DAYS;" 

OB, THE TOUNO WIFE'S AFFLICTION. 

A DELIGHTFUL Bummer we passed, to be sure, at the 
— Hotel, in the quiet village of S . A collection 



of prettier women, or more gentlemanly, agreeable men, 
were never thrown together bj the necessity of seeking 
country quarters in the dog-days. Fashion, by common 
consent, was laid upon the shelf, and comfort and smiling 
faces were the natural result. Husbands took the cars 
in the morning for the city, rejoicing in linen coats 
and pants, and loose neck-ties ; while their wives were 
equally independent till their return, in flowing muslin 
wrappers, not too dainty for the wear and tear of little 
climbing feet, fresh from the meadow or wildwood. 

There were no separate " cliciues " or " sets." Nobody 
knew, or inquired, or cared, whether your great grand- 
father had his horse shod, or shod horses for other peo- 
ple. The ladies were not afraid of smutting their fin- 
ger?, or their reputation, if they washed their cliildren's 
faces ; and did not consider it necessary to fasten the 
door, and close the blinds, when they replaced a missing 
button on their husband's waistband, or mended a ragged 
frock. 
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Plenty of fruit, plenty of fresh, sweet air, plenty of 
children, and plenty of room for them to play in. A 
short nap in the afternoon, a little additional care in 
arranging tumbled ringlets, and in girdling a fresh robe 
round the waist, and they were all seated, in the cool 
of the evening, on the long piazza, smiling, happy, and 
expectant, as the car bell announced the return of their 
liege lords from the dusty, heated city. It was delightful 
to see their business faces brighten up, as each fair wife 
came forward, and relieved them from the little parcels 
and newspapers they carried in their hands, and smiled a 
welcome, sweet as the cool, fresh air that fanned their 
heated foreheads. A cool bath, a clean dickey, and they 
were presentable at the supper-table, where merry jokes 
flew round, and city, news was discussed between the fra- 
grant cups of tea, and each man fell in love with his 
pretty wife over again, — or his neighbor's, if he liked ! 

It was one harmonious, happy femily ! Mrs. and 

her husband were the prime ministers of fun and frolic 
in the establishment. It was she who concocted all the 
games, and charades, and riddles, that sent our merry 
shouts ringing far and wide, as we sat in the evening on 
the long, moonlit piazza. It was she who planned the 
pic-nics and sails, and drives in the old hay-cart ; the 
berry parties, and romps on the green ; and the little 
cosey suppers in the back parlor, just before bed-time, 
that nobody but herself could have coaxed out of the 
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fbasy old landlord. It was she who salted our coffee and 
sugared our toast ; it was she who made puns for us, and 
wrote verses ; it was she who sewed up pockets in over- 
coats, or stole cigars, or dipped the ends in water ; it was 
she who nursed all the sick children in the house ; it was 
she who cut out frocks, and pinafores, and caps for un- 
skilful mothers ; it was she who was here, and there, and 
everywhere, the embodiment of mischief, and Ain, and 
kindness; and as she flew "past her handsome husband, 
with her finger on her lip, bent upon some new prank, 
he would look after her with a proud, happy smile, more 
eloquent than words. 

He was the handsomest man I ever saw — tall, com- 
manding and elegant, with dark blue eyes, a profusion 
of curling black hair, glittering white teeth, and a form 
like Apollo's. Mary was so proud of him ! She would 
always watch his eye when she meditated any little piece 
of roguery, and it was discontinued or perfected as she 
read its language. He was just the man to appreciate 
her, — to understand her sensitive, enthusiastic nature, — 
to know when to check, when to encourage ; and it needed 
but a word, a look ; for her whole soul went out to him. 

And so the bright summer days sped fleetly on ; and 
now autumn had come, with its gorgeous beauty, and 
no one had courage to speak of breaking up our happy 
circle ; but ah, there came one, with stealthy steps, who 
had no such scruples ! 
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The merry shout of the children is hushed in the wid« 
halls ; anxious faces are grouped on the piazza ; for in & 
darkened room above lies Mary's princely husband, delir- 
ious with fever ! The smile has fled her lip, the rose her 
check ; her eye is humid with tears that never fall ; day 
and night, without sleep or food, she keeps untiring vigil ; 
while, — unconscious of her presence, — in tones that 
pierce her heart, he calls unceasingly for " my wife ! ** 
She puts back the tangled masses of dark hair from his 
heated forehead; she passes her little hand coaxingly over 
it ; she hears not the advice of the physician, ** to procure 
a nurse." She fears not to be alone with him when he 
is raving. She tells no one that on her delicate breast 
she bears the impress of an (almost) deadly blow from the 
hand that was never before raised but to bless her. And 
now the physician, who has come once, twice, thrice a day 
from the city, tells the anxious groups in the hall that his 
patient must die. Not one dare break the news to the 
wretched Mary ! There is little need ! She has gazed in 
their faces, with a keen, agonized earnestness; she has 
asked no question, but she knows it all ; and her heart is 
dying within her ! No entreaty, no persuasion, can draw 
her from the bedside. 

The old doctor, with tearful eyes, passes his arm 
round her trembling form, and says, " My child, you oan* 
not meet the next hoar — leave him with me." 



THE TOUNG WIfS'S AFFLICTION. 45 

A mournful shake of the head is her only answer, as 
she takes her seat again by her husband, and presses her 
forehead low upon that clammy hand, praying God that 
she may die with him. 

An hour of time — an eternity of agony — has passed ! 
A fainting, unresisting form is borne from that chamber 
of death. 

Beautiful, as a piece of rare sculpture, lies the hus- 
band ! — no traces of pain on lip or brow ; the long, 
heavy lashes lay upon the marble cheek ; the raven locLs, 
damp with the dew of death, clustered profusely round the 
noble forehead ; those chiselled lips are gloriously beauti- 
ful in their repose ! Tears fUl like rain from kindly eyes ; 
servants pass to and fro, respectfully, with measured 
tread ; kind hands are busy with vain attempts to restore 
animation to the fainting wife. 0, that bitter, bitter, 
waking ! — for she does wake. God pity her ! 

Her hand is passed slowly across her forehead ; she 
remembers — she is a widow ! She looks about the room 
— there is his hat, his coat, his cane ; and now, indeed, 
she throws herself, with a burst of passionate grief, into 
the arms of the old physician, who says, betwixt a tear and 
a smile, " Now, Gt)d be praised, — she weeps ! " 

And so, with the falling leaves of autumn, *' the Great 
Beaper " gathered in our noble friend. Why should I 
dwell on the agony of the gentle wife ; or tell of her re- 
iam to her desolate home in the city ; of the disposal of 
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the rare pictures and statuary collected to grace its walls 
by the refined taste of its proprietor ; of the necessary 
disposal of every article of luxury ; of her removal to 
plain lodgings, where curious people speculated upon her 
history, and marked her moistened eyes; of the long, 
interminable, wretched days ; of the wakeful nights, when 
she lay with her cheek pressed against the sweet, £Either- 
Icss child of her love ; of her untiring efforts to seek an 
honorable, independent support ? It is but an every-day 
history, but — God knows — its crushing weight of agony 
is none the less keenly felt by the sufferer ! 



COMFORT FOR THE WIDOW. 

A LiTTLB fatherless boy, four years of age, sat upon 
the floor, surrounded by his toys. Catching sight of his 
mother's face, as the tears fell thick and fast, he sprang 
to her side, and peeping curiously in her face, as he put 
his little hand in hers, said — " You Ve got me ! " 
Simple, artless little comforter ! Dry your tears, young 
mother. There is something left to live for ; there are 
duties from which even your bleeding heart may not 
shrink ! " A talent " you may not " bury ; " a steward- 
ship, of which your Lord must receive an account; a 
blank page to be filled by your hand with holy truth ; a 
crystal vase to keep spotless and pure ; a tender plant, 
to guard from blight and mildew ; a dew-drop that must 
not exhale in the sun of worldlinoss ; an angel, for whom 
a " white robe " must be made ; a cherub, in whose hands 
a ** golden harp " must be placed ; a little " lamb," to be 
led to the " Good Shepherd ! " 

" You 've got me ! " Ay ! Cloud not his sunny face 
with unavailing sadness, lest he " catch the trick of grief,** 
and sigh amid his toys. Teach him not, by your vain re- 
pinings, that " our Father " pitieth not his children ; teach 
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him to loye Him, as seen in the sky and sea, in rock and 
river ; teach him to love Him in the cloud as in the sun- 
shine ! You will have your gloomy hours ; there is a 
void even that little loving heart may not fill, but there is 
still another, and Ho says, " Me ye have always," 
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" It will be very ridiculous in you, Rose, to refuse to 
give up that child," said a dark-looking man to the 
pretty widow Grey. «* Think what a relief it will be, to 
have one of your children taken o£f your hands. It costs 
something to live now-a-days," — and Uncle Ralph scowled 
portentously, and pushed his purse farther down in his 
coat-pocket, — " and you know you have another mouth to 
feed. They '11 educate her, clothe and feed her, and — " 

"Yes,'* said the impetuous, warm-hearted mother, 
rising quickly from her chair, and setting her little feet 
down in a very determined manner upon the floor, while 
a bright flush passed over her cheek, — " yes, Ralph, and 
teach her to forget and disrespect her mother ! " 

" Pshaw, Rose, how absurd ! She '11 outgrow all that 
when she gets to be a woman, even if they succeed now. 
Would you stand in your own child's light ? She will bo 
an heiress, if you act like a sensible woman ; and, if you 
persist in refusing, you may live to see the day when she 
will reproach you for it." 

This last argument carried some weight with it ; and 
Mrs. Selden sat down dejectedly, and folded her little 
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hands in her lap. She had not thought of that. She 
might be taken away, and little Kathleen forced to toil 
for daily bread. 

Uncle Ralph saw the advantage he had gained, and 
determined to pursue it, — for he had a great horror of 
being obliged eventually to provide for them himself. 

" Come, Hose, don't sit there looking so solemn ; put it 
down, now, in black and white, and send off the letter, 
before one of your soft, womanish fits comes on again," — 
and he pushed a sheet of paper toward her, with pen and 
ink. 

Just then the door burst open, and little Kathleen 
came bounding in from her play, bright with the loveli- 
ness of youth and health, and springing into her mother's 
lap, and clasping her neck, frowned from beneath her 
curls at Uncle Ralph, whom she suspected somehow or 
other to be connected with the tear-drop that was trem- 
bling on her mother's long eye-lash^. 

" I can't do it, Ralph," said the young widow, clasping 
her child to her breast, and raining tears and smiles 
enough upon her to make a mental rainbow. 

" You arc a fool ! " said the vexed man, " and you '11 
live to hear somebody there tell you so, I 'm thmking ; " 
and he slammed the door in a very suggestive manner, as 
he passed out. 

Poor Mrs. Selden ! Stunned by the sudden death of a 
husband who was all to her that her warm heart craved, 
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fihe clmig the more closely to his cliildren. No woman 
eyer knew better than Eose Selden the undying love of a 
mother. The offer that had been made her for Elath- 
leen was from distant relatives of her husband — of 
whom she knew little, except that Mr. and Mrs. Clair 
were wealthy and childless, and had found a great deal 
of fault with her husband's choice of a wife. They had 
once made her a short visit, and, somehow or other, all the 
time they were there, — and it seemed a little eternity to 
her for that very reason, — she never dared to creep to her 
husband's side, or slide her little hand in his, or pass it 
caressingly over his broad white forehead, or run into the 
hall for a parting kiss, or do anything, in short, save to 
Bit up straight, two leagues off, and be proper ! 

Now you may be sure this was all very excruciating to 
little Mrs. Rose, who was verdant enough to think that 
husbands were intended to love, and who owned a heart 
quite as large as a little woman could conveniently carry 
about She saw nothing on earth so beautiful as those 
great dark eyes of his, — especially when they were bent 
on her, — nor heard any music to compare with that deep, 
rich voice; and though she had been married many 
happy years, her heart leaped at the sound of his foot- 
step as it did the first day he called her " wife." 

Cared " the Great Reaper " for that ? Stayed he for 
the clasped hands of entreaty, or the scalding tear of 
agony ? Recked he that not one silver thread mingled 
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in the dark locks of the strong man ? No ! by the desolft- 
tion of that widowed heart, no ! he laid his icy finger on 
those lips of love, and chilled that warm, brave heart, and 
then turned coldly away to seek another victim. And 
llose pressed his children to her heart, with a deeper 
love, — a love born of sorrow, — and said, we will not 
part. She knew that fingers that never toiled before, 
must toil unceasingly now. She knew, when her heart 
was sad, there was no broad breast to lean upon. Sho 
had already seen days that seemed to have no end, drag- 
ging their slow, weary length along. She dared not go 
to a drawer, or trunk, or escritoire, lest some memento of 
him should meet her eye. She struggled bravely through 
the day to keep back the tears, for her children's sake ; 
but night came, when those little, restless limbs needed a 
respite, — even from play, — when the little prattling voices • 
were hushed, and the bright eye prisoned beneath its 
snowy lid ; then, indeed, the long pent-up grief, held in 
check through the day by a mother's unselfish love, burst 
forth ; till, exhausted with tearful vigils, she would creep, 
at the gray dawn, between the roay little sleepers, and, 
nestling close to their blooming faces, dream — God knows 
how mockingly — of happy hours that would never come 
again. 

And ! the slow torture of each morning waking ; the 
indistinct recollection of something dreadful; the hand 
drawn slowly across the aching brow; the struggle to 
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remember! Then, — the opening eye, the tm&miliar 
objects, the strange, new, small room ; nothing home-like 
bat those sleeping orphans. 
God help the widow ! 



And now, as if her cup of bitterness were not full, 
little Kathleen must leave her. Must it be ? She paced 
the room that night after Uncle Ralph had lefl her, and 
thought of his words, " She may live to tell you so." 
Then she went to the bed-side, and parted the clustering 
hair from Kathleen's forehead, and marked with a moth- 
er's pride the sweet, careless grace of those dimpled 
limbs, and noted each shining curl. There were the 
father's long lashes, his brow, his straight, classic profile. 
O, what would he tell her ? And, then, old memories came 
back with a rushing tide that swept all before it ! Poor 
Bose! 

Elathleen stirs uneasily, and calls "Mamma," and 
smiles in her sleep. 0, how could she part with that 
little, loving heart? Countless were the caresses she 
received from her every hour. Watchftd and sensitive, 
she noted every shade of sorrow on her mother's face ; 
and, by a thousand mute remonstrances, testified her 
unspoken sympathy. That little, impulsive heart would 
be cased in an armor of frigidity at Clairville. She 
might be sad, or sick, or dying, and Bose shuddered and 
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sat still nearer to her cliild. What companionship would 
she haye ? what moral influence exerted ? Might she not 
even be weaned from the heart she had lain beneath ? 

Ah, Uncle Ralph ! you little knew, as you sat in your 
office the next morning, and folded a little slip of paper 
back in its envelope, upon which was written these simple 
words, " Kathleen shall go," — you little knew at what 
cost ! You marked not the blistered paper and the 
unsteady pen-marks, as you smiled satisfactorily, and 
said, " Very concise and sensible, for a woman." 

Uncle Kalph did think of it again once, as he walked 
home to his dinner ; but it was only to congratulate him- 
self that if llose should be unable to support herself, — 
which he doubted, — there would be one less for him to 
look after ! As to a woman's tears, — pshaw ! they were 
always crying for something; if it wasn't for that, it 
would be something else. 



We will pass oyer the distressful parting between 
mother and child. The little trunk was duly packed ; 
the little cla^p Bible down in one comer. A book-mark, 
with a lamb embroidered upon it, was slipped in at these 
words, — " Suffer the little children to come unto me, and 
forbid them not." Mother's Qod would care for Elath- 
leen ; there was sweet comfort in that. 

And so Kose choked back her tears, and onoUsped 
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again and again the little clinging arms from her neck, 
and bade her sonny-haired child " good-by ! " and laughed 
hysterically, as the little hand waved another, and a last 
adiea. Even Uncle Ralph felt an uncomfortable sensa- 
tion about his fifth button, gave his dickey a nervous 
twitch, and looked very steadily at the tops of the oppo- 
site houses ! 

« # # # « 

Two months had passed! Little Kathleen sat very 
quiet in that heated, close school-room. There was a 
dark shadow under her eyes, either from illness, or sor- 
row, and her face was very pale. Rose had written to 
her, but the letters were in the grave of Mrs. Clair's 
pockets, never to be resurrectionizcd ; so Kathleen was 
none the wiser or happier. Uncle Ralph made it a 
principle never to think of anything that impaired his 
digestion ; so he dismissed aU uneasy thoughts of, or care 
for, his niece, and made no inquiries ; because he was 
firmly of the opinion, that '* Where ignorance is bliss, 
't is folly to be wise." 

'* You are uncommonly obtuse about your lesson this 
morning," said Kathleen's tutor ; " you 've told me twice 
that France was bounded south by the Gulf of Mexico. 
What are you thinking about ? " said he, as he grasped 
her arm. 

'* Sir ? " said little Kathleen, abstractedly. 
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** I say, what ails jou, to be so stupid this morning? '' 
said the vexed pedagogue. 

"My head aches badly," said Kathleen; "and — 
and—" 

" And what ? " said Mr. Smith. 

"And — I — want — to see — my — mother!" said 
the child, with a burst of tears. 

" Fiddlestick ! " said the amiable Mr. Smith ; " if she 
cared much about you, I reckon she would have written 
to you before now. Mrs. Clair thinks she 's married 
again, or something of that sort ; so don't worry your head 
for nonsense. How 's France bounded, hey ? " 

The division lines on the atlas were quite concealed by 
Kathleen's tears ; so she was ordered into the presence 
of her grim relative, who ooaxed and threatened in vain, 
and finally sent her to bed. 

For two long, weary months the free, glad spirit of the 
child had been fettered and cramped at Clairville. No 
one spoke to her of home, or her mother ; or, if they 
chanced to mention the latter, it was always in a slurring, 
sneering manner, more painful to the loving, sensitive 
child than their silence. But why did mamma not write ? 
— that was the only wearing thought by day and night. 
And so Kathleen drooped, and lost color and spirits, and 
walked, like an automaton, np and down the stiflf garden- 
walks, and " sat up strai^t," and " tamed out her toes,'' 
as she was bid ; and had a qoick, fri^tened, neryous 
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manner, as if die were constantly in fear of reproof or 
punishment. 

" Bridget," said Mrs. Clair, " how is Kathleen ? got 
over her hysterics ? I must break her of that." 

" Dear heart, no ma'am ! She *s just fretting the soul 
out of her, for a sight of her mother ; it *s nater, I s*pose," 
said Bridget, polishing her face with her checked apron. 

" Stuff, Bridget ! The child 's just like her mother ; 
and that 's saying enough ! However, give her a little 
valerian, and sleep at the side of her bed to-night. I '11 
look in, in the morning," said the angular lady, as she 
smoothed out her dress and her wrinkles. 

And 80 Bridget, obedient to orders, stretched her stout 
Irish limbs ** at the side of the bed," though she might as 
well have been in Ireland as there, for any response she 
made to that plaintive petition, through the long night, 
** 0, do call my mamma ! please call my mamma ! " 

And so night passed ! and the golden morning light 
streamed in upon the waxen face of little Kathleen. No 
breath came firom those parted lips; no ringlet stirred 
with life ; the hands lay meekly beside her, and the last 
tear she should ever shed lay glittering like a gem upon 
her cheek ! 

" Ralph," said Mrs. Seldon, " I shall start for Clair- 
ville to-morrow; I can stay away from Kathleen no 
longer." 
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" You *11 be mad if you do," said Uncle BAlph ; " the 
child 's well enough, or you would hear ; you can't expect 
them to be writing all the time. Your welcome will be a 
sorry one, I can tell you ; so take my advice, and let well 
alone." 

Mrs. Seldon made no reply, but began to pack her 
trunk, and Uncle Ralph left the house. 

In about an hour's time he returned, and found Rose 
trying, in vain, to clasp the lid of her trunk. 

"Do come here, Ralph," said she, without looking 
up, " and settle this refractory lock. Dear little Kath- 
leen ! I 've crammed so many traps in here for her. How 
glad she will be to see me ! " and she turned and looked 
up, to sec why Ralph did n't answer. 

Brow, cheek and lip were in an instant blanched to 

marble paleness. A mother's quick eye had spared his 

tongue the sad tidings. 

###### 

If you visit the Lunatic Asylum at , you will see 

a very beautiful woman, her glossy ringlets slightly 
threaded with silver. Day after day, she paces up and 
down that long corridor, and says, in heart-rending tones, 
to every one she meets, " 0, do call my manuua ! won't 
you please call my mamma ! " 



THANKSGIVING STORY. 

"Mary!" said the younger of two little girls, as 
they nestled under a coarse coverlid, one cold night in 
December, " tell me about Thanksgiving-day before papa 
went to heaven. I *m cold and hungry, and I can't go to 
sleep ; — I want something nice to think about." 

" Hush ! " said the elder child, " don't let dear manmia 
hear you ; come nearer to me ; " — and they laid their 
cheeks together. 

" I fancy papa was rich. We lived in a very nice 
house. I know there were pretty pictures on the wall ; 
and there were nice velvet chairs, and the carpet was 
thick and soft, like the green moss-patches in the wood ; 
— and we had pretty gold-fish on the side-table, and 
Tony, my black nurse, used to feed them. And papa ! — 
you can't remember papa, Letty, — he was tall and 
grand, like a prince, and when he smiled he made me 
think of angels. He brought me toys and sweetmeats, 
and carried me out to the stable, and set me on Bomeo's 
live back, and laughed because I was a&aid ! And I 
used to watch to see him come up the street, and then 
run to the door to jump in his arms ; — he was a dear, 
kind papa," said the child, in a faltering voice. 
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** Don't cry," said the little one ; " please tell me some 
more." 

" Well, Thanksgiving-day we were so happy ; we sat 
around such a large table, with so many people, — 
aunts and uncles and cousins, — I can't think why they 
never come to see us now, Letty, — and Betty made such 
sweet pies, and we had a big — big turkey; and papa 
would have me sit next to him, and gave me the wish- 
bone, and all the plums out of his pudding ; and after 
diuner he would take me in his lap, and tell me ' Red 
Riding Hood,* and call me * pet,* and * bird,' and * fairy.' 
0, Letty, I canH tell any more ; I believe I 'm going to 
cry." 

" I 'm very cold," said Letty. " Does papa know, up 
in heaven, that we are poor and hungry now ? " 

" Yes — no — I can't tell," answered Mary, wiping 
away her tears ; unable to reconcile her ideas of heaven 
with such a thought. " Hush ! — mamma will hear ! " 

Mamma had ** heard." The coarse garment, upon 
which she had toiled since sunrise, dropped from her 
hands, and tears were forcing themselves, thick and fast, 
through her closed eyelids. The simple recital found but 
too sad an echo in that widowed heart. 



SUMMER FRIENDS; 

OB, "WILL 18 MIGHT." 

" It is really very unfortunate, that forgery of Mr. 
Grant's. I don't see what will become of Emma. I pre- 
sume she won't think of holding up her head after it. I 
dare say she will expect to be on the same terms with her 
friends as before, — but the thing is — " 

'* Quite impossible ! " said the gay Mrs. Blair, arrang- 
ing her ringlets ; " the man has dragged his family down 
with him, and there 's no help for it that I can see." 

" He has no family but Emma," said her friend, " and I 
suppose some benevolent soul will look after her ; at any 
rate, it don't concern us ; " and the two friends (?) tied on 
their hats for a promenade. 

Enmia Grant was, in truth, almost broken-hearted at 
this sad faux pas of her father's ; but, with the limited 
knowledge of human nature gleaned from the experience 
of a sunny life of eighteen happy years, she doubted not 
the willingness of old friends to assist her in her determi- 
nation to become a teacher. To one after another of 
these summer friends she applied for patronage. Some 
" could n't in conscience recommend the daughter of a 
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defaulter ; " some, less free-spoken, went on the non-com- 
mittal system — " would think of it and let her know," — 
taking very good care not to specify any particular time 
for this good purpose ; others, who did n't want their 
consciences troubled by the sight of her, adviijed her, very 
disinterestedly, to "go back in the country somewhere, 
and occupy the independent position of making herself 
generally useful in some farmer's family ;" others, still, 
dodged the question by humbly recommending her to ap- 
ply to persons of greater influence than themselves ; and 
one and all " wished her well, and hoped she 'd succeed," 
— thought it very praiseworthy that she should try to do 
something for herself, but seemed nervously anxious that 
it should be out of their latitude and longitude ; and so, 
day after day, foot-sore and weary, Emma reached home, 
with a discouraged heart, and a sad conviction of the 
selflshness and hollow-heartedness of human nature. 

In one of these discouraged moods she recollected her 
old friend, Mr. Bliss. How strange she should not have 
thought of him before ! She had often hospitably enter- 
tained him, as she presided at her father's table ; he stood 
very high in repute as a pious man, and very benevo- 
lently inclined ; he surely would befriend with his influ- 
ence the child of his old, though fallen, friend. With 
renewed courage she tied on her little bonnet, and set out 
in search of him. She was fortunate in finding him in; 
but, ah ! where was the old frank smile, and extended 
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hand of friendship ? Mr. Bliss mi^t have been carved 
oat of wood for any demonstration of either that she 
could see. A very stiff bow, and a nervous twitch of his 
waistband, was her only recognition. With difficulty she 
choked down the rebellious feelings that sent the flush to 
her cheek and the indignant tears to her eyes, as she 
recollected the many evenings he had received a warm 
welcome to their hospitable flre-side, and timidly ex- 
plained the purpose of her visit. Mr. Bliss, employing 
himself during this interval in the apparent arrangement 
of some business papers, with an air that said, " K you 
were not a woman I should n't hesitate to show you the 
door in a civil way ; but as it is, though I may listen, 
that 's all it will amount to.'' Like many other persons in 
a like dilemma, he quietly made up his mind that if he 
could succeed in irritating her sufficiently to rouse her 
spirit, he would in all probability be sooner rid of her ; 
80 he remarked that it was " a very bad affair, that of 
her father's ; there could be but one opinion about its 
disgraceful and dishonorable nature ; that^ of course, she 
was n't to blame for it, but she could n't expect to keep 
her old position now ; and that, in short, under the cir- 
cumstances, he did n't feel as if it would be well for him to 
interfere in her behalf at present. He had no doubt in 
time she might * live down' her father's disgrace ;" and so 
he very comfortably seated himself in his leather-backed 
arm-chair, and took up a book. 



64 SUMMER rBIENDS; OB 

A deep red spot burned on Emma Gray's cheek, as she 
retraced her steps. Her lithe form was drawn up to its 
full height ; there was a fire in her eye, and a firmness 
and rapidity in her step, that betokened a new energy. 
She would not be crushed by such selfish cowardice and 
pusillanimity ; she would succeed, — and unaided, too, save 
by her own invincible determination. It must be that 
she should triumph yet. 

" Will is might," said Emma, as she bent all her pow- 
ers to the accomplishment of her purpose ; and when was 
that motto ever known to fail, when accompanied by a 
spirit undiscouraged by obstacles ? 

It did not. True, Emma rose early, and sat up late ; 
she lived on a mere crust ; she was a stranger to luxury, 
and many times to necessary comforts. Iler pillow 
was often wet with tears from over-tasked spirits and 
failing strength ; the malicious sneer of the ill-judging, 
and the croaking prophecy of the ill-natured, fell upon 
her sensitive car ; old friends, who had eat and drank at 
her table, ** passed by on the other side ; " and there were 
the usual number of good, cautious, timid souls, who stood 
on the fence, ready to jump down when her position was 
certain, and she had placed herself beyond the need of their 
assistance ! Foremost in this rank was the correct and 
proper Mr. Bliss, who soiled no pharisaical garment of 
his, by juxtaposition with any known sinner, or doubtful 
person. 



''WILL 18 MIGHT." 65 

At the expiration of a year, Emma's school contained 
pupils from the first families in the city, with whose whole 
education she was entrusted, and who, making it their 
home with her, received, out of school hours, the watchful 
care of a mother. It became increasingly popular, and 
Emma was able to command her own price for her 
services. 

** Wliy don't you send your daughter to my friend, 
Mliiti Grant ? " said Mr. Bliss to Senator Hall ; ** she is a 
little TTTo/J^e of mine — nice young woman! — came to 
me at the commencement of her school for my patronage ; 
— the conscAjuence is, she has gone up like a sky-rocket. 
They c^ll it the * Mo.lcl School.' " 

Condescending Mr. Bliss ! It was a pity to take the 
nonsense out of him ; but you should have seen the crest- 
fallen expression of his whole outer man, as the elegant 
widower he addressed turned on him a look of withering 
contempt, saying, — " The young woman of whom you 
speak, sir, will be my wife before the expiration of 
another week ; and, in her name and mine, I thank you for 
the very liberal patronage and the manly encouragement 
you extended to her youth and helplessness in the hour 
of need." 



It is needless to add how many times, in the course of 
the following week, the inhabitants of , who had 
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fennd it conTenient, entirely to forget the existence of 
Miss Emma Grant, were heard to interlard their con- 
versation with " My friend, Mrs. Senator Hall." 
Alas ! poor human nature ! 



V 



''NIL DESPERANDUM." 

No, NETSR ! Every cloud has a eilver lining ; and He 
who wove it knows when to turn it out. So, after every 
night, however long or dark, there shall yet come a golden 
morning. Your noblest powers are never developed in 
prosperity. Any bark may glide in smooth water, with 
a favoring gale; but that is a brave, skilful oarsman 
who rows up stream, against the current, with adverse 
winds, and no cheering voice to wish him " God speed." 
Keep your head above the wave ; let neither sullen 
despair nor weak vacillation drag you under. Heed not 
the poisoned arrow of sneaking treachery that whizzes 
past you from the shore. Judas sold himself when he 
sold his Master ; and for him there dawned no resurrec- 
tion morning ! 'T is glorious to battle on with a brave 
heart, while cowering pusillanimity turns trembling back. 
Dream not of the word " surrender ! " When one frail 
human reed after another breaks, or bends beneath you, 
lean on the **Ilock of Ages." The Great Architect 
passes you through the furnace but to purify. The fire 
may scorch, but it shall never consume you. He will 
yet label you "fine gold." The narrow path may be 
thomj to your leader feet ; but the " promised land '' 



68 



NIL DSSPSBANDUM. 



lies bejODd I The clusters of Hope may be seen witli the 
eye of faith ; your hand shall yet grasp them ; your eyes 
revel, from the mountain top, over the green pastures 
and still waters of peace. You shall yet unbuckle your 
dusty armor, while soft breezes shall fan your victor 
temples. Nil desperandum ! 



CECILE GREY. 

•« Alas for Lore ! if this be aJl, 
And naaght beyond ; earth ! " 

" T IS a girl, sir ; my lady has a daughter." 
" Heaven be praised ! " said the discontented father of 
six unruly boys. " Now I shall have something gentle 
to love. Small comfort to me, those boys ; house topsy- 
turvy from morning till night, with their guns, fishing 
tackle, pointers, setters, hounds, spaniels and what not. 
Tom's college bills perfectly ruinous — horses, oysters 
and cigars all lumped under the general head of et 
ceteras ; I understand it all — or my purse does ! But 
this little, gentle girl, — climlnng upon my knee, mak- 
ing music and sunshine in the house, with her innocent 
face and silvery laugh, — this little, human blossom by 
life's rough, thorny wayside, she '11 make amends. I 'm 
not the happiest husband in the world ; my heart shall 
find a resting-place here. She must be highly educated 
and accomplished. I shall spare no pains to effect that. 
Ah, I see, after all, I shall have a happy old age." 

Very lovely was the little Cecile. She had her 
mother's soft hazel eye and waying auburn hair, and her 
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father's Grecian profile. There was a winniiig sweetoess 
in her smile, and grace and poetry in every motion. It 
was a pretty sight, her golden tresses mingling with 
those silver locks, as she rested her bright head against 
the old man's check. Even " the boys " could harbor no 
anger at her quiet reign. She wound herself quite as 
closely around their hearts. Then it was a new tie to 
bind the sundered husband and wife together. Some- 
thing of the old, by-gone tenderness crept unconsciously 
into their manner to each other. It was their idol ; and 
they pressed her rapturously to the parental heart, for- 
getting she was but clay. 

Tutors and governesses without limit went and came, 
before the important selection was made. Then, so many 
injunctions ! She ** must not study so much as to spoil 
her fine eyes ; " she " must draw only a few minutes at a 
time, lest it should cause a stoop in her shoulders ; " she 
** must not go out in the sun, for fear of injuring her 
complexion." She was told, every hour in the day, of 
some rare perfection; now« her attitude — then her eyes 
— then her shape ; she " danced like a fairy " — " sang 
like a seraph " — in short, needed wings only, to make 
her an angel ! 

Every servant in the house knew that his or her for- 
tune was made if Miss Cecilo was pleased, and shaped 
their course accordingly. If " the boys " were doubtful 
\rf the success of a request, Cecile was employed secretly 
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to nogotiate. The roinB of household goyemment were 
in those little, fairj fingers. 

No wonder the little Cecile thought herself omnipo- 
tent. No wonder she stood before her "Psyche," ar- 
ranging, with a maiden's pride, those glossy ringlets. 
Small marvel that she saw with exultation those round, 
polished limbs, pearly teeth, and starry eyes, and 
tossed her bright curls in triumph, at the hearts that 
were already laid at her feet. Her mirror but silently 
repeated the voice of flattery that met her at every step. 
Cecile was beautiful ! The temple was passing fair ; 
but, ah ! there rose from its altar no holy incense to 
Heaven. Those bright eyes opened and closed like the 
flowers, and like them drank in the dew and the sunlight, 
regardless of the Giver. 

It was Gecile's eighteenth birth-day. The most expen- 
sive preparations had been made to celebrate it. She 
was to electrify the beau monde with her debut, A 
gossamer robe, fit for a Peri, silvery and light, floated 
soft as a fleecy cloud around those matchless limbs. 
Gems and jewels would have been out of place beside 
thorie starry eyes. Nature's simplest offering, the droop- 
ing lily, blended with her tresses. The flush of youth 
and hope was on her cheek ; her step was already on the 
threshold of that brilliant, untried world, which her 
beauty was to dazzle and conquer. Other sylph-like 
fiorms there were, and bright fi^es, that made sunlight in 
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happy homes; hat the peerless Gedle qnendied their 

heams on thut happy birth-night 

The proud father looked on exultingly. <*Beaatiiiil 
as a dream ! *' echoed from one end of the saloon to the 
other. His eye followed her, noted every glance of 
admiration, and then he said to himself, "The idol is 
mine." Say you so, fond father? See, her head droops 
heavily, — her limbs relax, — she has fainted! They 
gather round her, — they bathe her pale face and power- 
less hands ; then they bear her to her dressing-room, and 
she lies on that silken couch, like some rare piece of 
sculpture. The revellers disperse ; the garlands droop ; 
darkness and silence reign where merry feet tripped 
lightly. The physician sits by the bedside of his fair 
patient, and, with mistaken kindness, he says to the 
frantic parents, " She will be easier soon, — she will be 
free from pain to-morrow ; " and then he leaves her with 
the anxious watchers. 

Morning dawned. Yes, Cecile was " better,'* — so her 
father said ; and she sat up, and put her &ir arms about 
his neck, and called him "her own dear father ! '* and he 
smiled through his tears, and parted the bright, damp 
locks from her brow, and said " she should have another 
ball, gayor than the last, and look lovelier than ever; " 
and then her mother laid a bandeau of pearls across her 
palo forehead, and said, " they became her passing well." 
Cecile smiled faintly when she replaced them in their 
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case, and then her mother came back again to the bed- 
eide. Ah! what fearful shadow, in that momentary 
interval, had crept over that sweet face ? " Cecile ! 
Cecile ! *' said the bewildered woman, shivering with an 
indefinable terror; "speak to me, Cecile! what is it?" 

"Am I dying, mother? — 0, mother! you never 
taught me how to die ! '* 



In the still gray dawn, at sultry noon, in the hushed 
and starry night, long after that bright young head was 
covered with the violets, rang that plaintive, reproachful 
voico in the parental ear, " You never taught me how to 
die ! " 



CHILDHOOD'S TRUST. 

•< * I &sked God to tako care of Johnny, and then I went to deep,' 
said a little boj, ginng an aoooont of hia wandering in the wood." 

How sublime ! how touching ! Holy childhood ! Let 
me sit at thy feet and learn of thee. How dost thou 
rebuke me, with thy simple &ith and earnest love ! 0, 
earth ! what dost thou give us in exchange for its loss ? 
— Kainbows, that melt as we gaze ; bubbles that burst 
as we grasp ; dew-drops, that exhale as our eye catches 
their sparkle. The warm heart, chilled by selfishness, 
fenced in by doubts, and thrown back upon itself. Eye, 
lip and brow, trained to tell no tale at the portal, of 
what passes within the temple. Tears, locked in their 
fountain, save when our own household gods are shiv- 
ered. The great strife, not which shall " love most," but 
<* which shall be the greater;" and aching hearts the 
stepping-stones to wealth and power. Lnmortal, yet 
earth-wedded ! Playing with shells upon the shore of 
time, with the broad ocean of eternity before us. Care- 
ful and troubled about trifles, forgetting to " ask Grod to 
take care of Johnny," — and so, the long night of death 
comes on, and we sleep oar last sleep ! 



ELISE DE VAUX. 

« Well, doctor, what do jou think of her ? She has 
set her heart upon going to that New-Year's ball, and it 
will never do to disappoint her, — poor thing ! " 

The blunt old doctor bit his lip impatiently, and, strik- 
ing his gold-headed cane in no very gentle manner upon 
the floor, said : " * Think ! * I think it would be perfect 
insanity for her to attempt it. I won't be answerable for 
the consequences." 

'' Pshaw ! my dear sir ; she has had a dozen attacks 
before, quite as bad, and — " 

" And that is the very reason she should be more cau- 
tious now, madam. Gk)od morning — good morning ! — 
Heaven save me from these ^ishionable mothers ! " he 
muttered, as he banged the door to behind him. ** She '11 
kill the girl, and then her death will bo laid at my door 
— ugh ! It would be a comfort if one could meet a 
sensible womac, occasionally." 

Elise was sitting in bed, propped up by pillows, when 
her mother entered. If youth, grace and beauty, could 
bribe the destroyer, or turn aside his unerring aim, then 
had she been spared. Her cheek was marble pale, and 
rested wearily on one little hand ; the eyes were closed 
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as if sleeping, and from the other hand a few choice 
flowers had escaped, and lay scattered upon the snowy 
counterpane. 

*^ 0, is that joti, mamma ? I hope you have made 
that stupid doctor give you something that will set me 
up. I feel such a deadly sinking, from want of nourish- 
ment, I fancy. Do pray see what you can get for me. 
I ho})e Dr. AVyun did n't presume to interfere about my 
going to the ball ; because I intend to go, dead or alive ; 
and, inamnia, while my lunch is getting ready, just bring 
me my dress, and let me see if Jeannet has placed the 
trimmings where they should be ; and have a ruche placed 
around the wrist of my kid gloves ; and, manuna, don't 
forget to send Tom to Anster's for that pearl spray I 
selected for my hair ; and, by the way, just hand me that 
mirror, — I am afraid I 'm looking awfully pale." 

" Not now," said the frightened mother ; " you are too 
weary. Wait till you have had some refreshment ;" and 
the pale beauty sank back on her pillow, crushing a 
wealth of dark ringlets, and closed her eyes wearily, in 
spite of her determination to be well. 

A ring at the door. A bright flush came to her 
cheek. " That 's Vivian, mamma. Tell him — tell him" 
— and a sharp pain through her temples forced her to 
pause — ** tell him I 'm better ; and he may call for me at 
ten, to-morrow night ; and, mamma, hand him this ;" and 
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she drew a litde perftimed note from beneath her pillow, 
with a rose-bud crushed in its folds. 

" Draw aside the curtain, Jeannet. O, we shall haye 
a nice evening for the dance ! Now hand me my dress- 
ing-gown. Mamma, that medicine is perfectly miracu- 
lous ; I neyer felt better. Heaven knows where I should- 
have been, had you not called in a better counsellor than 
Dr. Wynn. He would like me for a patient a year, I 
dare say ; but I knew better than to line his pockets that 
way ;" and she skipped gayly across the floor to a large 
fauteuil, and called Jeannet to arrange her hair. 

«* Softly, softly, Jeannet ! My head is n't quite right, 
yet. There, that will do," said Elise, as the skilftd 
French woman bound tress after tress in complicated 
glossy braids around her well-formed head. " Now place 
that pearl spray a little to the left, just over my ear. 
Pretty, is it not mamma ? " 

'* Here, Jeannet ! *' and she extended the dainty foot 
for its silken hose and satin slipper. 

**Ilest awhile, now, Elisc," said her mother, as she 
looked apprehensively at the bright crimson spot on her 
cheek, that grew deeper every moment, and contrasted so 
strikingly with the marble paleness of her brow. " I 'm 
afraid you are going beyond your strength." 

** Mamma, what are you thinking about ? Look at me, 
and see how well I look ! Besides, I 'd go to this ball, 
to-nig^t, if it cost me my life. Mabel has triumphed 
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oyer me onoe ; she shall not do it a second time. Be- 
sides, there is really no danger. I feel wild with spirits, 
to-night, and anticipate a most brilliant evening ;*' and 
she clasped the pearl pendants in her small ears ; and 
the light, fleecy dress fell in soft folds about her graceful 
person, and upon her fair arm she placed his gift ; and, 
taking in her hand the rich bouquet, every flower of which 
whispered hope to her young heart, she held up her cheek 
with a bewitching smile, and said : " Now kiss me, mam- 
ma, and say that you are proud of Elise." 

And now Jeannet, with officious care, draws the rich 
opera cloak about her shoulders, and with a thousand 
charges from mamma, " to beware of the draughts, par- 
take sparingly of ice, and not fatigue herself with 
dancing," the carriage wheels roll away from the door, 
freighted with their lovely burden. 

*' Elise de Vaux, here ! " said a tall, queenly girl, 
attired in black velvet; and she curled her pretty lip 
with ill-concealed vexation. «* I thought her dying, or 
near it." And, as Elise glided gracefully past in the 
dance, every eye following her, and every tongue eloquent 
in her praise, Mabel's cheek paled with anger. 

" How radiant she is ! — how dazzling ! Sickness has 
but enhanced her beauty, — and how proudly Vivian 
bears her through the waltz ! Every step they take ia 
on my heart-strings. This must not, — shall not be ! 
Courage, coward heart ! " — and, mastering her feelingp 
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with a strong effort, she joined the dancers. Excitement 
and exercise soon bron^t the rose to her cheek; her 
eyes grew wildly brilliant, and, had Vivian not been 
oiagnetized past recall, his eye would have been caught 
by the dazzling vision. 

All eyes were fixed upon the ilval belles ; and, amid 
the voluptuous swell of music, the flashing of lights, the 
overpowering sweetness of myriad flowers, and the rapid, 
whirling motion of the dance, every brain and heart were 
dizzy with excitement. 

" Heavens ! that is not Elise de Vaux," said a nephew 
of Dr. Wynn's. " What mad folly ! My uncle told me, 
if she came, it would be at the price of her life. How 
surpassingly beautiful she is ! " 

Still on, on they whirled — the dancers — till the stars 
grew pale, and the sweet flowers drooped in the heated 
atmosphere. 

'* No Bleep till mom, when youth and pleasure meet. 
To ohaM the glowing hours, with flying feet " 

•* AThat unearthly beauty ! " said an old gentleman to 
a young man, upon whose arm he was leaning, as Elise 
glided past. " Who is she? " 

** Elise de Yaux," said the young man, mechanically, 
his eyes riveted to her figure. 

«* Do you know what you are saying?" said he, tapping 
him gently on the arm. 
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" Ye8. Elise de Vaux." 

" Well, why do you look at her so wildly ? Has Cupid 
aimed a dart at you, from out those blue eyes ? " 

" Good God ! " said the young man, leaping forward, 
as a piercing shriek came upon the air. " Make room ! 
— help ! — throw up the windows ! " and Elise was borne 
past, gasping, senseless, to the cool night air. 

Ay, Vivian ! Kneel at her side, chafe the little jew 
el led hands, put back the soil hair from the azure- veined 
temples, press the pulseless wrist, listen for the beating 
heart, — in vain ! Elise is dead ! 

And in the arms of him, for whom she had thrown 
away her young life, she was borne to her home ; — the 
dianioiiJ Fparkling mockingly on the clay-cold finger; the 
pearls still lingering amid her soft ringlets ; the round, 
symmetrical limbs still fair in their beautiful proportions. 
The heart she coveted was gained, — the doar-bought 
victory was won. 



THE WAIL OF A BROKEN HEART. 

« T is better to have lored tad lott, than nerer to have loyed al 
aU." 

0, NO ; no ! — else you haye never passed from the 
shield of a broad, true breast, where for long years you 
had been lovingly folded, to a widow's weeds, and the 
rude jostling, and curious gaze, of the heartless crowd ! 
— never knew long, wretched days, that seemed to have 
no end, — never turned, with a stifled sob, from the clasp 
of loving little arms, and the uplifted gaze of an eye 
upon whose counterpart you had watched the death-film 
gather, — never saw that sunny little face overshadowed 
with grief, when other children gleefully called " Papa ! " 
nor ever heard the wail of a little one, who might never 
remember its Other's face ! — 

No ! no ! — or you have never turned shudderingly 
away, in the crowded street, from the outline of a form, 
or the cast of a face, or the tone of a voice, that brought 
the dead mockingly before you ! — never lain upon a sick 
bed, among careless strangers, lacking comforts where 
luxury once abounded, and listening in vain for that 
footfall, whose lightest tread could charm your pain 
away! — never draped from your aching sight the 

e 
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pictured lineaments, that quickened busy and torturing 
memory, till your heart was breaking! — never waked 
from a dream of Paradise, to weep unavailing, bitter 
tears at the sad reality ! — and never — alas ! — bent 
your rebellious knee at God's altar, when your tongue 
was dumb, to praise Him, and your lips refused to kiss 
the Smiter*s rod ! 

0, no ; no ! better never to have loved ! — Tenfold more 
gloomy is the murky day, whose sunny morning was 
ushered in with dazzling, golden brightness ! Agonizing 
is the death-struggle of the shipwrecked mariner who 
perishes in sight of shore and home ! Harshly fall care- 
less words upon the ear trained to the music of a loving 
voice. Wearily stumble the tender feet unguarded by 
love's watchful eye ! 0, no ; no ! better never to have 
loved ! — He, whose first breath was drawn in a dungeon, 
never pines for green fields, and blue skies, and a freer 
air ! — God pity the desolate, loving heart, the only star 
of whose sky has gone out in utter darkness ! 



MARY LEE. 

" Percy, dear Percy, take back those bitter words ! Am 
Heaven is my witness, they are undeserved by me. See, 
my eye quails not beneath yours; my check blanches 
not. I stand before you, at this moment, with every vow 
I made you at the altar unbroken, in letter and spirit ; " 
and she drew closer to him, and laid her delicate hand 
upon his broad breast. " Wrong me not, Percy, even in 
thought." 

The stern man hesitated. Had he not wilfully blinded 
himself, he had read truth and honor in the depths of the 
clear blue eyes that looked so unflinchingly into his own. 
For a moment, their expression overcame him; then, 
dashing a.^^ide the slender fingers that rested upon him, he 
left her with a muttered oath. 

Mary Lee had the misfortune to be very pretty, and 
the still greater misfortune to marry a jealous husband. 
Possessing a quick and ready wit, and great conversa- 
tional powers, a less moderate share of personal charms 
would have made her society eagerly sought for. 

As soon as her eyes were opened to the defect alluded 
to in her husband's character, she set herself studiously 
to avoid the shoals and quicksands that lay in the matri- 
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monial sea. One by one, she quietly dropped the 
acquaintance of gentlemen, who, from their attractive- 
ness or prcFercnce for her society, seemed obnoxious to 
Percy. 

IMary was no coquette. Nature had given her a heart ; 
and superior as she was to her husband, she really loved 
him. To most women, hb exacting unreasonableness 
would only have stimulated to a finished display of 
coquetry ; but ^lary, gentle and yielding, made no show 
of opposition to the most absurd requirements. But all 
these sacrifices had been unavailing to propitiate the fiend 
of jealousy ; — and there she sat, an hour after her hus- 
band had left her, with her hands pressed tightly together, 
pale and tearless, striving, in vain, to recall any cause of 
offence. 

Hour after hour passed by, and still he came not. The 
heavy tramp of feet had long bince ceased beneath the 
window ; the pulse of the great city was still ; silence 
and darkness brooded over its slumbering thousands, 
^lary could endui'e it no longer. Rising, and putting 
aside the curtain, she pressed her face close against the 
wirulow-pane, as if her straining eye could pierce the 
gloom of midnight. She hears a step ! it is his ! 

Treni])ling, she sank upon the so£ei to await his coming, 
and nerve herself to bear his bitter harshness. 

Percy came gayly up to her and kissed her forehead ! 
Mary passed her hand over her eyes and looked at him 
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again. No ! lie was not exhilarated with wine. What 
could have caused this sudden revulsion of feeling? 
Single-hearted and sincere herself, she never dreamed of 
treachery. 

" Percy regrets his injustice," she said to herself. 
" Men are rarely magnanimous enough to own they have 
been in the wrong ; " and, with the generosity of a noble 
heart, she resolved never to remind him, by speech or 
look, that his words had been like poisoned arrows to her 
spirit. 

The following day, Percy proposed their taking " a 
short trip into a neighboring town," and Mary, glad to 
convince him how truly she forgave him, readily com- 
plied. It was a lovely day in spring, and the fresh air 
and sweet-scented blossoms might have sent a thrill of 
pleasure to sadder hearts than theirs. 

" AVhut a pretty place ! " said Mary. " What a spacious 
house, and how tastefully the grounds are laid out ! Do 
you stop here ? " she continued, as her husband reined the 
horse into the avenue. 

" A few moments. I have business here," replied 
Percy, slightly averting his face, " and you had better 
alight too, for the horse is restive and may trouble you." 

Mary sprang lightly from the vehicle and ascended tho 
capacious stone steps. They were met at the door by a 
respectable gray-haired porter, who ushered them into a 
reoeiving room. Very soon, a little, sallow-^ced man, 
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bearing a strong resemblance to a withered orange, made 
his appearance, and casting a glance upon Mary, from his 
little twinkling black eyes, that made the blood mount to 
her cheeks, made an apology for withdrawing her hus- 
band for a few minutes, " on business," to an adjoining 
room. 

As they lef>, a respectable, middle-aged woman entered, 
and invited Mary to take ofif her hat. She declined, 
saying, "she was to leave with her husband in a few 
minutes." 

The old woman then jingled a small bell, and another 
matron entered. 

" Better not use force," said she, in a whisper. " Poor 
thing ! So pretty, too ! She don*t look as though she 'd 
wear a * strait-jacket.* " 

The truth flashed upon Mary at once ! She was in a 
Lunatic Ilospital ! Faint with terror, she demanded to 
see her husband, — assured them she was perfectly sane ; 
to all of which they smiled quietly, with an air that said 
«* Wo are used to such things here." 

By and by, the little wizen-faced doctor came in, and, 
listening to her eloquent appeal with an abstracted air, as 
one would tolerate the p»attle of a petted child, he 
examined her pulse, and motioned the attendants to ** wait 
upon her to her room." Exhausted with the tumult of 
feeling she had passed through, she followed without a 
Bhow of resistance; but who shall describe the death-ohill 
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that struck to her heart as she entered it ? There was a 
bed of snowy whiteness, a table, a chair, all scmpulonslj 
neat and clean ; but the breath of the sweet-scented blos- 
soms came in through a grated window ! 

Some refreshment was brought her, of which she 
refused to partake. She could not even weep ; her eyes 
seemed turned to stone. She could hear the maniac 
laughter of her fellow-prisoners, — she could see some of 
the most harmless marching in gloomy file through the 
grounds, with their watchful body-guard. 

Poor Mary ! She felt a stifled, choking sensation in 
her throat, as if the air she breathed were poison ; and, 
with her nervous, excitable temperament, God knows the 
chance she. stood to become what they really thought her. 
To all her eager inquiries she received only evasive 
answers ; or else the subject was skilfully and summarily 
dismissed to make place for one in which she had no 
interest. 

Little Dr. Van Brunt daily examined her pulse, and 
" hoped she was improving " — or, if she was n't, it was 
his interest to issue a bulletin to that effect, and all " com- 
pany" was vetoed as "exciting and injurious to tho 
patient." And so day after day, night after night, 
dragged slowly along. And Percy, with the mean- 
ness of a revengeful spirit, was "biding his time," 
till the punishment should be sufficiently salutary to 
warrant his recalling her home. But while he was 
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quietly waiting the acoomplishment of his purpose, the 
friend of the weary came to her relief. 

" Leave me, please, will you ? " said Mary to the 
nurse, as she turned her cheek to the pillow, like a tired 
child. " I want to be alone." 

The old woman took her sewing and seated herself just 
outside the door, thinking she might wish to sleep. In a 
few moments she peeped cautiously through the open 
door. Mrs. Percy still lay there, in the same position, 
with her cheek nestling in the palm of her little hand. 

" She sleeps sweetly," she muttered to herself as she 
resumed her work. 

Yes, Dame Ursula, but it is the ** sleep " from which 
only the trump of the archangel shall wake her ! 

Mary's secret died with her, and the remorse that is 
busy at the heart of Percy is known only to his Maker. 



A TALK ABOUT BABIES. 

"Baby carts on narrow sidewalks are awftal bores, especially to a hur^ 
Tied btuinoss man.^ 

Ake they 1 Suppose you, and a certain pair of blue 
eyes, tlut you would give lialf your patrimony to win, 
were joint proprietors of that baby ! I should n't dare to 
stand very near yon, and call it a " nuisiuice." It 's all 
very well for bachelors to turn up their single-blessed 
noses at these little dimpled Cupids ; but just wait till 
tlieir time ci>mes ! Sec thein the minute their name is 
written " Papa, " pull up their dickies, and strut off dowTi 
street, as if the Commonwealth owed them a pension! 
When they enter the office, see their old married partner 
-^to whom Ixibies liave long since ceased to be a 
novelty — laugh in his sleeve at the new-fledged dignity 
with wliich tluit baby's advent is announced ! How per- 
fectly astonished they feel that they should have been so 
infatuated as not to perceive that a man is a perfect 
cipher till he is at the head of a family ! How fre- 
quently one may see tliem now, looking in at the shop 
windows, with intense interest, at little hats, coral and 
bells, and baby-jumpers ! How they love to come home 
to dinner, and press that little velvet check to theit 
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business &ces? Was ever any mosic half so sweet 
to their ear, as its first lisped «* Papa " ? O, how 
closely and imperceptibly, one by one, that little plant 
winds its tendrils round the parent stem ! How anx- 
iously they hang over its cradle when the cheek flushes, 
and the lip is fever-parched ; and how wide, and deep, 
and long a shadow, in their happy homes, its little grave 
would cast! 

My DEAR sir, depend upon it, one's own baby is never 
" a nuisance." Love heralds its birth ! 



ELSIE'S FIRST TRIAL. 



Five happy years had Elsie Lee slept on her husband's 
bosom. False prophets were they, who shook their heads 
at her bridal, and said she would rue the day she wedded 
Harry Lee ; — that he was " unsteady, impulsive and 
fickle." 

She knew it was true, as they said, that he had loved 
unhappily before she met him ; but the bright vision that 
had bewildered him was far beyond the seas; — she mig!it 
never cross his path again. Be that as it may, Elsie wr.s 
not the woman to cloud the sunshine of the present with 
dim forebodings, or question the past of the history of a 
heart now so loyal to her. 

They were not rich ; but light hearts seldom keep com- 
pany with heavy coffers ; and Elsie's fairy hand had made 
their small house better worth the seeing, than many a 
gorgeous drawing-room with its upholstery show. And 
for sculpture, she could show you a little dimpled fairy, 
whose golden head was nightly pillowed on her breast, 
and whose match it were hard to find in any artist's 
Btudio in the land. Yes, with Harry by her side and her 
babe upon her knee, Elae do£ed the world. Kings and 
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qneens might lord it where they liked, — her reign wu 
absolute in her own little kingdom. 



" So you aro married and settled since I went abroad," 
paid Vincent to Harry; — "have a nice little wife, so I 
hear ; — * sown all your wild oats,' and made up your 
mind to be virtuous. Now, I shan't come to witness 
your felicity, for two reasons. Firstly, if your wife is n't 
pretty, I don't want to see her. I think it every ugly 
woman's pious duty to make way with herself! Sec- 
ondly, if she is handsome, I should make love to her, 
spite fate or you ; for I 'm neither a * non-resistant ' nor 
a * perfectionist,' as you very well know. And, thirdly, 

to sum up all I have to say, your old ideal. Miss ^ 

returned in the steamer with me, lovely as a Peri. She 
inquired about you ; and, if your little wife will allow 
you," — and a slight sneer curled his handsome lip, — 
" I 'd advise you to call on her ; but, prenez gardc^ 
Harry, I defy any man to withstand her witchery. I 'm 
an old stager myself, but she plays the very mischief with 
my petrified heart, for all that." 

" If his little wife would let him ! " It rang in Harry's 
ear all the way home. Vincent thought him already in 
leading-strings. That would never do I — and so he per- 
suaded himself this was the reaaon he intended calling on 
the fair Marion, — just to show Vmcent how angelic £l8ie 
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was, and how far above such a petty feeling as jealousy. 
And then his imagination wandered back to by-gone 
days, when a radiant smile of Marion's, a flower she had 
worn in her hair, a touoh of her small hand, was worth 
all the mines of Pern to him. 

" Pshaw ! how foolish ! — and I a married man ! " — 
and he stepped off briskly, as if in that way he could rid 
himself of such foolish thoughts. 

Elsie met him at the door, fresh and sweet as a daisy. 

" You are not well, Harry," she said, as she marked 
his heightened color ; " you 've been annoyed with busi- 
ness." 

" Not a bit," said he, patting her on the cheek, and 
tossing up his child. " Not a bit ; and now let 's have 
dinner, for I Ve a business engagement at four." 

How absent he was ! — how abstracted ! — he seemed 
to eat just for the form of the thing, although she had 
been all the morning preparing his favorite dish. ** Never 
mind," said the gentle little wife to herself; "he has 
some business perplexity that he is too thoughtful to 
annoy me with ;" and she passed her hand caressingly 
over his forehead, as if to assure him silently of her 
sympathy. 

" Elsie," said he, with a slight heart-twinge, " you have 
heard me speak of Marion Ruthven ? Vincent says she 
has returned with him in the steamer, and as she is a 
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stranger in the city, I feel as if I most call on her. She 
leaves soon for her brother's house in New York," 

Elsie's heart throbbed quickly, but she bent her grace- 
ful head very closely over the little frock she was em- 
broidering, so that Harry could not see the expression of 
her face, and said, in her usual tone, " Don't apologize to 
me, dear Harry, if you wish to go." 

'^ Like yourself, dear Elsie ! " said he, kissing her 
cheek. And in half an hour afterwards he emerged 
from his dressing-room, where he had made himself very 
uiniecessarily handsome, by a most careful toilette. 

Elsie complimented him on his appearance, and gave 
him her usual warm-hearted kiss as he led ; and Harry 
said to himself, as he went down the street, " How glad I 
am she is not jealous ! Some women would have made 
quite a scene." 

Short-sighted Harry ! — look back into that little room. 
The frock has fallen from her fingers, and tears are fall- 
ing fast upon it. Now she paces the floor. What ! she 
jealous of Harry ? 0, no, no ! — but the bright, dazzling 
Marion! — so talented, so gifted, so fascinating! If 
Harry's old penchant for her should return ! ! what 
had she to oppose to all her witchery ? Only a sweet, 
childish face, and a heart whose every pulsation was love, 
love for him who had won it. 0, why did she ever come 
back ? Such a happy dream as her wedded lifia had 
been, thus far ! 
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0, how slowly the hours passed, as she gave herself np 
t*) this voluntary self-torture ! Harry must not see her 
thus — no. She rose and bathed her eyes, and tried to 
bu.sy herself with her accustomed occupations, and so far 
succeeded, that when he sat opposite her at the tea-table, 
that evening, he was quite convinced that he could repeat 
his call without giving his little wife a single heart-pang. 
Poor little, proud Elsie ! — he did n't know how you 
longed to throw your arms about his neck, and say, " O, 
never look on those bright eyes again, dear Harry ! Be 
mine — mine only ! " 

No, he did n't know that ! The spell had begun to 
work, — he was blinded ! Elsie hoped the fair enchant- 
ress would soon leave ; but it was not so, and Harry 
became more abstracted every day, although his manner 
still continued kind as usual. 

Elsie's heart could not be deceived. It was not " busi- 
ness " that kept him so often from his hearth-stone. No, 
she had twice, thrice, heard him murmur the bright 
stranger's name in his dreams. But no word fell from 
her lips to remind him of all this heart-wandering. She 
was more studious than ever for his comfort. She never 
upbraided, never questioned. He went and came, as he 
liked. Still it was telling fast, this secret sorrow, upon 
the patient little wife. There was a pallor on her check 
that told its own story, — or would have done so, to eyes 
less blinded than Harry's. 
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Our sorrows are so lightened by sympathy ; but the 
grief that may not be spoken, — the weight of trouble that 
slender shoulders must bend imder alone, — who shall 
know, save those who have borne it ? 

Elsie was alone in her dressing-room, where she had 
sat for hours, motionless. A sudden thought seemed to 
inspire her. She started up, bathed her pale face, 
smoothed her sunny ringlets, and arrayed herself with 
more than usual care. 

" That will be better," she murmured to herself, as 
she pa^ssed through the busy street to lady Marion's 
dwelling. 

"I do not recollect," said Marion, with a graceful 
courtesy, and blushing slightly, as Elsie entered. 

" I am a stranger to you," said Elsie, her silvery voice 
tremulous with agitation ; and, as her eye glanced over 
Marion's full, round figure, with its queenly grace of 
motion, and noted her large, bright eyes, and raven hair, 
and snowy shoulders, she marvelled not at the spell ! **! 
am Harry Lee's wife," said Elsie. " 0, lady Marion ! 
of all the hearts your beauty wins, only one I claim ! 
For God's sake, do not wrest it from me ! Earth would 
be so dark to me without my husband's love ! " and her 
tears fell fast upon the fair stranger's hand. 

** As God b my witness, never ! " said the impulsive 
woman, touched with her sweet confidence. **I will 
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never Bee him again ;" and she drew her to her aide with 
a sster's fondness. 

" CKxl bless yon ! " said the happy Elsie. ^ And yon 
will keep my secret ? " 

'« Elsie, 'tis very odd you were never the least bit 

jealous of my old friend Marion," said Harry, a few days 

after the above occurrence. " Very shabby of her, don't 

you think so, to leave town without even saying good-by 

to me ? NUmporte ; my little wife is worth a dozen of 

her ;" and Harry kissed her cheek fondly. 

7 



A NIGIIT-AVATCII WITH A DEAD 

INFANT. 



MooiiKSiT thou thy bark 80 poon, little voyagor ? 
Through thoKO infant eyes, with a i)ro»)hct's vis^ion, 
Riiwcst thou lilc's groat l)attlo-ficKl, swarming with iicrce 
combatants? Fell uj^on thy timid car the far-off din 
of its angry strii'c? Proofed thy head wearily on the 
bo^oni of the Sinless, fearful of earth taint ? Flutterini 
thy wings impatiently against the bars of thy prii:OU- 
housc?, sweet bird of Paradise? 

Uod speed thy flight! No unerring sportsman shall 
have i)Ower to ruilie thy spread pinions, or maim thy soar- 
ing wing. No slieltering nest had earth for theef where 
tlie chill wind of sorrow might not blow ! No garden of 
Eden, where the serpent lay not coiled beneath the 
flowers I No " Tree of Life,'* whose branches might have 
sheltereil thee for aye ! 

Warm fall the sunlight on thy grassy pillow, sweet 
human ]?Iosroin ! Softly fall the night dews on the blue- 
oycd violet above thee! Side by side with thee are 
hearts that have bug since ceased hoping, or aching. 
There lies the betrothed maiden, in her unappropriated 
loveliness ; the bride, with hor head pillowed on golden 
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tresBCS, whose rare beauty even the Great Spoiler seemed 
loth to touch ; childhood, but yesterday warm and rosy 
on its mother's breast ; the loviug wife and mother, in 
lifers sweet prime ; the gray-haired pastor, gone to his 
reward ; the youth of crisped locks and brow unfurrowed 
by care ; the heart-broken widow, and tearful or|>han, — 
all await with folded hands, closed eyes, and silent lips, 
alike with thee, the resurrection mom. 
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A PRACTICAL BLUE-STOCKING. 

"Have you called on your old friend, James Lee, 
since your return? " said Mr. Seldon to his nephew. 

•* No, sir ; I understand he has the misfortune to have 
a blue-stocking for a wife, and whenever I have thought 
of going there, a vision with inky fingers, frowzled hair, 
rumpled dress, and slip-shod heels has come between mo 
and my old friend, — not to mention thoughts of a dis- 
orderly house, smoky puddings, and dirty-faced children. 
Defend me from a wife who spends her time dabbling 
in ink, and writing for the papers. 1*11 lay a wager 
James has n't a shirt with a button on it, or a pair of 
stockings that is not full of holes. Such a glorious fel- 
low as he used to be, too ! " said Harry, soliloquiziugly, 
" so dependent upon somebody to love him. By Jove, 
it's a hard case." 

"Harry, will you oblige me by calling theA?'* said 
Mr. Seldon with a peculiar smile. 

"Well, yes, if you desire it; but these married men 
get so metamorphosed by their wives, that it *8 a chance 
if I recognize the melancholy remains of my old friend. 
A literary wife!'' and he shrugged his shoulders 
contemptuously. 
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At one o'clock the next afternoon, Harry might have 
been seen ringing the bell of James Lee's door. He had 
a very ungracious look upon his face, as much as to say, 
— " 3Iy mind is made up for the worst, and I must bear 
it for Jemmy's sake." 

The servant ushered him into a pretty little sitting- 
room, not expensively furnished, but neat and tastefiil. 
At the further end of the room were some flowering 
plants, among which a sweet-voiced canary was singing. 
Harry glanced round the room ; a little light-stand or 
Chinese table stood in the corner, with pen, ink, and 
papers scattered over it. 

" I knew it," said Harry ; " there 's the sign ! horror of 
horrors ! an untidy, slatternly blue-stocking ! how I shall 
be disgusted with her ! Jemmy 's to be pitied." 

Ho took up a book that lay upon the table, and a little 
manuscript copy of verses fell from between the leaves. 
He dropped the book as if he had been poisoned ; then 
I>ieking up the fallen manuscript with his thumb and 
forefinger, he replaced it with an impatient pshaw ! Then 
he glanced round the room again, — no ! there was not a 
particle of dust to be seen, even by his prejudiced eyes ; 
the windows were transparently clean ; the hearth-rug was 
longitudinally and mathematically laid down; the pic- 
tures hung " plumb " upon the wall ; the curtains were 
fresh and gracefully looped ; and, what was a greater 
marvel, there was a child's dress half finished in a dainty 
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little work-basket, and a thimble of fairy dimenBions in 
the iminediate neighborhood thereof. Harry felt a per- 
verse inclination to examine the fcjtitches, but at the sound 
of approaching footsteps he braced himself up to undergo 
his mental shower-bath. 

A little lady tripped lightly into the room, and stood 
smllinirly before him ; her glossy black hair was combed 
B:noothly behind her cars, and knotted upon the back of 
a remarkably well-shaped bead ; her cj'es were black and 
sparkling, and full of mirth; her dress fitted charmingly 
to a very charming little figure ; her feet were unexcep- 
tionably small, and neatly gaitered ; the snowy fingers of 
her little hand had not the slightest ** soup^on " of ink 
upon them, as she extended them in token of welcome to 
her iruest. 

Harry felt very much like a culprit, and greatly in- 
clined to drop on one knee, and make a clean breast of a 
confession, but his evil bachelor spirit whispered in his 
oar, — " Wait a bit, she 's fixed up for company; clovea 
fuot will peep out by and by ! " 

Well, they sat down! Tlie lady knew enough, — he 
heard that before he came ; — he only prayed that he might 
not be bored with her book-learning, or blue-stockiugism. 
It is hardly etiquette to report private conversations for 
the papers, — so I will only say that when James Lee came 
home, two hours after, ho found his old friend Harry in 
tlio finest possible spirits, tcte-iL-t«te with his "blue'* 
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wife. An invitation to dinner followed. Harry demurred, 
— he had begun to look at the little lady through a very 
bewitchiug pair of spectacles, and he hated to be disen- 
chanted — and a blue-stocking dinner ! 

However, his objections, silent though they were, wero 
over-ruled. There was no fault to be found with that 
table-cloth, or those snowy napkins; the glasses were 
cleiin, the silver bright as my lady's eyes ; the meats 
cooked to a turn, the gravies and sauces perfect, and the 
dessert well got up and delicious. Mrs. Lee presided with 
case and elegance ; tho custards and preserves were of 
her own manufacture, and tho little prattler, who was 
introduced with them, fresh from her nursery bath, with 
nioLst ringlets, snowy robe, and dimpled shoulders, looked 
channingly well cared for. 

As soon as the two gentlemen were alone, Harry seized 
his friend's hand, saying, with a half smile, "James, 1 
feel like an immitigated scoundrel I I have heard your 
wife spoken of as a * blue-stocking,' and I came here pre- 
pared to pity you as tho victim of an unshared heart, 
slatternly house, and indigestible cookhig; but may I dio 
an old bachelor if I don't wish that woman, who has just 
gone out, was my wife." 

James Tice's eyes moistened with gratified pride. " You 
don't know half," said ho. " Listen ; — some four years 
since I became involved in business; at the same time my 
health failed me ; my 6[)irits were broken, and I was get- 
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ting a discouraged man. Emma, unknown to me, made 
application as a writer to seyeral papers and magazines. 
She soon became very popular ; and not long after placed 
in my hands the sum of three hundred dollars, the prod« 
uct of her labor. During this time, no parental or 
household duty was neglected; and her cheerful and 
steady afifection raised my drooping spirits, and gave me 
fresh courage to commence the world anew. She still 
continues to write, although, as you see, my head is above 
water. Thanks to her as my guardian angel, for she says, 
* Wc must lay up something for a rainy day.' God bless 
her sunshiny face ! " 

The entrance of Emma put a stop to any further 
eulogy, and Harry took his leave in a very indescribable 
and penitential frame of mind, doing ample penance for 
his former unbelieving seruples, by being very uncom- 
fortably in love with a " Blue-Stocking." 



THE LITTLE PAUPER. 

It is only a little pauper. Never mind her. You see 
she knows her place and keeps close to the wall, as if she 
expected an oath or a blow. The cold winds are making 
merry with Uiose thin rags. You see nothing of child- 
hood's rounded symmetry in those shrunken limbs and 
pinched features. Push her one side, — she 's used to it, 
— she won't complain ; she can't remember that she ever 
heard a kind word in her life. She 'd think you were 
mocking if you tried it. 

She passes into the warm kitchen, savory with odorous 
dainties, and is ordered out with a threat by 'the portly 
cook. In the shop windows she sees nice fresh loaves of 
bread, and tempting little cakes. Ilosy little children 
pass her on their way to school, well-fed, well-clad and 
joyous, with a mother's parting kiss yet warm on their 
sweet lips. 

There seems to be happiness enough in the world, but 
it never comes to her. Her little basket is quite empty ; 
and now, faint with hunger, she leans wearily against 
that shop window. There is a lovely lady, who has just 
passed in. She is buying cakes and bon-btms for her 
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little girl, as if she had the parse of Fortunatus. How 
Dice it mu£t be to be warm, and have enough to cat ! 
Poor Meta ! She has tasted nothing since fihc was sent 
forth with a curse in the morning, to beg or steal ; and 
tliu tears will come. There is happiness and plenty in 
the world, but none for Meta ! 

Not so fast, little one ! Warm hearts beat sometimes 
uuilcr silk and velvet. That lady has caught sight of 
your little woe-begone face and shivering form. 0, 
what if it were hor child ! And, obeying a sweet mater- 
nal inipuliro, she pases out the door, takes tho.se little, 
benumbed lingers in her daintily gloved hands, and leads 
the child, — wondering, shy and bewildered, — into fairy 
land. 

A delightful and novel sensation of warmth creeps over 
those frozen limbs ; a faint color tinges the pale cheeks, 
and the eyes grow liquid and lovely, as Meta raises them 
thankfully to her benefactress. The lady's little girl looks 
on with an innocent joy, and learns, for the first time, how 
*' blessed are the merciful." 

And then Meta passes out, with a heavy basket, and 
a ll;^ht heart. Surely the street has grown wider, and 
the sky brighter ! This can scarcely be the same world ! 
Mota's form is erect now ; her step light, as a child's 
should be. The sunshine of human love has brirfitened 
her pathway! Ah, Meta! — earth is not all darkness 
— bright angels yet walk the earth. Sweet- voiced Pity 
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and heavcn-cycd Charity sometimes stoop to bless. 
God's imjige is only marred, not destroyed. He who 
feeds the raven i^, bends to listen. Look upward, littlo 
Mcta ! 



EDITH MAY; 

OR, THE MISTAKB OF A LIFE-TIME. 

A lover's quarrel ! A few hasty words, — a formal 
j)arting between two hearts, that neither time nor dis- 
tance could ever disunite, — then, a lifetime of misery ! 

Edith May stood before me in her bridal dress. The 
world was to be made to believe she was happy and heart- 
whole. I knew better. I knew that no woman, who had 
once loved Gilbert Ainslie, could ever forget him, — least 
of all, such a heart as Edith's. She was pale as a snow- 
wreath, and bent her head graceftdly as a wat«r lily, in 
recognition of her numerous friends and admirers. 

*' What a sacrifice ! " the latter murmured, between 
their set teeth ! " WTiat a sacrifice ! " my heart echoed 
back. 

ISIr. Jefferson Jones was an ossified old bachelor. He 
had but one idea in his head, and that was, to make 
money. There was only one thing he understood equally 
well, and that was, to keep it. He was angular, prim, 
cold and precise ; mean, grovelling, contemptible and 
cunning. 

And Edith ! — our peerless Edith, whose loyen were 
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"legion," — Edith, with her paanonate heart, her beanty, 
grace, taste and refinement, — Edith, to tow " love and 
honor " to sach a soulless block ! It made me shudder 
to think of it ! I felt as though his very gaze were pro- 
&nation. 

Well, the wedding was over; and she was duly in- 
stalled mistress of Jefiferson House. She had fine dresses, 
fine furniture, a fine equipage, and the stupidest possible 
incumbrance, in the shape of a husband. 

Mr. Jefferson Jones was very proud of his bride ; — 
firstly, because she added to his importance ; secondly, 
because he plumed himself not a little in bearing ofif so 
dainty a prize. It gave him a malicious pleasure to meet 
her old admirers, with the graceful Edith upon his arm. 
Of course she preferred him to them all ; else, why did 
she marry him ? 

Then, how deferential she was in her manner since 
their marriage ; how very polite, and how careful to per- 
form her duty to the letter ! Mr. Jones decided, with his 
usual acumen, that there was no room for a doubt, on 
that point ! He noticed, indeed, that her girlish gayety 
was gone ; but that was a decided improvement, accord- 
ing to his view. She was Mrs. Jones now, and meant to 
keep all whiskered popinjays at a respectful distance. 
He liked it ! 

And so, through those interminable evenings, Edith 
tat, playing long, stupid games of chess with him, or 
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listening (?) to his gains or losses, in the way of trado ; or 
reading political articles, of which the words conveyed nc 

ideas to her absent mind. 

She walked through the bu/^y strecti*, leaning on his 
arm, with an unseen form ever at her side ; and slept — 
God forgive her! — next his heart, when hers was far 
aw:iy I Uut when she was alone, — no human eye to 
road her sad secret, her small hands clasped in agony, 
and her fair head bent to the very dust, — was he not 
avenged ? 



It was a driving storm; — Mr. Jones concluded to dine 
at a restaurant instead of returning home. He hud just 
ficated hiniM^lf, and given his orders to the obsequious 
waiter, when his attention was attracted by the conver- 
sation of two gontlenicn near him. 

'' Have you seen la belle Edith, since her marriage, 
ILrry?" 

" Xo ; I feel too much vexed with her. Such a splen- 
did ^^pcrinien of flesh and blood to marry such an idiot! 
All fur a foulibh quarrel with Ainslie. You never saw 
such a wreck as it has made of him. Ilowever, she is 
well puni.<hed ; for, witli all her consummate tact and 
efiurt to keep up appearances, it is very plain that she 
is the most miserable woman in existence ; as Mr. Jeffer- 
son Jones, whom I have never seen, might perceive, if 
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he wasn't, as all the world says, the very prince of 
donkeys." 

Jones seized his hat, and rushed into the open air, 
tugging at his neck-tie as if he were choking. Six times 
he went, like a comet, round the square ; then, settling 
his beaver down over his eyes, in a very prophetic man- 
ner, he turned his footsteps deliberately homeward. It 
was but the deceitful calm before the whirlwind ! 

Ue found Edith, calm, pale, and solf-posso&sed, as 
usual. He was quite as much so himself, — even went so 
far as to compliment her on a coquctti&h little jacket that 
fitted her round figure very charmhigly. 

" I 'm thinking of taking a short journey, Edith," said 
he, seating himself by her side, and playing with the 
silken cord and tassels about her waiat. " As it id wholly 
a builnesKS trip, it would hamper me to take you with me ; 
but you *11 hear u-om me. Meanwhile, you know how to 
anuiMC yourself, hey, EJiih ? " 

IIo looked searchingly in her face. There was no 
conscious l.jla.sh, no change of exprescion, no tremor of 
tbe frame, lie might as well have addiCjjscd a marble 
5tatuc. 

31 r. Jefrer;-(»n Jones was posed ! Well, he ])a«lo her 
one of his cliaraeteri<tic adieus ; and when the door 
closed, Edith felt as if a mountain weight had been lifted 
oflf her heart. There was but one course for her to pur- 
sue. She knew it ; — she had already marked it out 
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She would deny herself to all visitorfl, — she would not 
go abroad till her husband's return. She was strong in 
her purpose. There should be no door left open for busy 
scandal to enter. Of Ainslie she knew nothing, save 
tliat a letter reached her from him after her marriage, 
which she had returned unopened. 

And so she wandered restlessly through those splendid 
rooms, and tried, by this self-inflicted penance, to atone 
for the defection of her heart. Did she take her guitar, 
old songs they had sang together came unbidden to her 
lips ; — that book, too, they had read. O, it was all 
misery, turn where she would ! 

Day after day passed by, — no letter from Mr. Jones ! 
The time had already passed that was fixed upon for his 
return ; and Edith, nervous from close confinement and 
the weary inward struggle, started like a frightened bird, 
at every footfall. 

It came at last — the letter — sealed with black ! " He 
had been accidentally drowned. His hat was found ; all 
search for the body had been unavailing." 

Edith was no hypocrite. She could not mourn for 
him, save in the outward garb of woe ; but now tibat 
ho was dead, conscience did its office. She had not, 
in the eye of the world, been untrue ; but there is an 
Eye that searches deeper ! — that scans thoughts as well 
as actions. 

Ainslie was just starting for the continent, by order of 
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a physician, when the news reached him. A brief time 
he gave to decorum, and then thcj met. It is needless 
to say what that meeting was. Days and months of 
wretchedness were forgotten, like some dreadful dream. 
She was again his own Edith, sorrowing, repentant and 
happy. 

They were sitting together one evening, — Edith's head 
was upon his shoulder, and her face radiant as a seraph's. 
They were speaking of their future home. 

** Any spot on the wide earth but this, dear Ainslie. 
Take me away from these painful associations." 

" Say you so, pretty Edith ? " said a well-known yoice. 
" I but tried that faithful heart of yours, to prove it ! 
Pity to turn such a pretty comedy into a tragedy ; but I 
happen to be manager here, young man ! " said Mr. 
Jones, turning fiercely toward the horror-struck Ainslie. 

The revulsion was too dreadful. Edith survived but a 

week. Ainslie became hopelessly insane. 
8 



MABEL'S SOLILOQUY. 

** Tnis is a heartless life to lead," said Mabel Gray, as 
she unhanded her long hair, and laid aside her rich robe. 
" It is a life one might lead, were there no life beyond. 
When I left the heated ball-room to-night, the holy stars, 
keeping their tireless watch, sent a thrill through me ; — 
and the little prayer I used to say at my dead mother's 
knee came unbidden to my lip. There 's Letty, now; — 
she 's happier than her mistress. Come here, child ; — 
unbraid my hair, and sing me that little Methodist hymn 
of yours, 

< Jesus, I mj cross hare taken.' 



** That will do, — thank you, child, — now you may go. 
What a sweet voice she has ! Either that, or my tears, 
have eased my heart. I 'm too restless to sleep. How 
softly the moon-light falls to-ni^t! — and years henoe, 
when these myriad sleepers shall have sank to their 
dreamless rest, earth will still be as fair, the silver moon 
will ride on as triumphantly. How many sad hearts she 
looks down upon to-night ; and never a thanksgiving has 
gone up from my lips for countless blessings ! Soft sle^ 
with balmy touch has dosed these thankless eyes ; the 
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warm, firesh blood of yoath and healtli has flowed on, 
unchecked by disease. I have sat at the table of 'Dives,' 
while < Lasams ' has starved at the gate. The gold and 
purple robe of sunset has been woven for me ; the blue 
vault of heaven arched over mj head ; the ever-changing, 
fleecy cloud has gone drifting by ; the warm sunlight has 
kissed open the flowers I love ; the green moss has spread 
a carpet for my careless flx>t ; and I have revelled in all 
this beauty and luxury — Gk)d forgive me ! — unmindful 
of the Giver." 

Dear reader, shall it be only at ** Bethesda's Pool " 
that you seek your Benefactor? While your life-cup 
overflows with blessings, when the warm blood courses 
swiftly, shall there come no generous response to that 
still small voice, ** Jesus of Nazareth passeth by ? " 



HOW HUSBANDS MAT RULE. 

" Bear Mary," said Harry to his little wife, 

" I have a favor to ask of you. You have a friend whom 
I dislike very much, and who I am quite sure will make 
trouble between us. Will you give up Mrs. May for my 
sake, Mary ? " 

A slight shade of vexation crossed Mary's pretty face, 
as she said, ** You are unreasonable, Harry. She is lady- 
like, refined, intellectual, and fascinating, is she not ? " 

" Yes, all of that ; and, for that very reason, her influ- 
ence over one so yielding and impulsive as yourself is 
more to be dreaded, if unfavorable. I'm quite in 
earnest, Mary. I could wish never to see you together 
again." 

" Pshaw ! dear Harry, that 's going too &r. Don't be 
disagreeable; let us talk of something else. As old 
Uncle Je£f says, ' How 's trade ? ' " and she looked archly 
in his face. 

Harry did n't smile. 

*' Well," said the little wife, turning away, and patting 
her foot nervously, <^ I don't see how I can break with 
her, Harry, for a whim of yours ; besides, I 've promised 
to go there this very evening." 
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Harry made no reply, and in a few moments was on hiB 
way to his office. 

Mary stood behind the curtain, and looked afler him 
as he went down the street. There was an uncomfortable, 
stifling sensation in her throat, and something very like a 
tear glittering in her eye. Harry was vexed, — she was 
sure of that; he had gone o£f, for the first time since 
their marriage, without the affectionate good-by that was 
usual with him, even when they parted but for an hour or 
two. And so she wandered, restless and unhappy, into 
her little sleeping-room. 

It was quite a little gem. There were statuettes, and 
pictures, and vases, all gifts from him either before or 
since their marriage ; each one had a history of its own, 
-^ some tender association connected with Harry. There 
was a bouquet, still fresh and fragrant, that he had pur- 
chased on his way home, the day before, to gratify her 
passion for flowers. There was a choice edition of Poems 
they were reading together the night before, with Mary's 
name written on the leaf, in Harry's • bold, handsome 
hand. Turn where she would, some proof of his devotion 
met her eye. But Mrs. May ! She was so smart and 
satirical! She would make so much sport of her, for 
being "ruled" so by Harry! Hadn't she told him 
" all the men were tyrants," and this was Harry's first 
attempt to govern her. No, no, it would n't do for her 
to yield. 
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So the pretty eyening dress was taken ont ; the trim- 
mings readjusted, and re-modelled, and all the little et 
ceteras of her toilette decided. Yes, she would go ; she 
had quite made up her mind to that. Then she opened 
her jewel-case ; a little note fell at her feet. She knew 
the contents very well. It was from Harry, — slipped 
slyly into her hand on her birth-day, with that pretty 
bracelet. It could n't do any harm to read it again. It 
was very loTer-like for a year old husband ; but she liked 
it ! Dear Harry ! and she folded it back, and sat down, 
more unhappy than ever, with her hands crossed in her 
lap, and her mind in a most pitiable state of irresolution. 

Perhaps, after all, Harry was right about Mrs. May ; 
and if he was n't, one hair of his head was worth more to 
her than all the women in the world. He had never said 
one unkind word to her, — never ! He had anticipated 
every wish. He had been so attentive and solicitous 
when she was ill. How could she grieve him ? 

Love conquered ! The pretty robe was folded away, 
the jewels returned to their ease, and, with a light heart, 
Mary sat down to await her husband's return. 

The lamps were not lit in the drawing-room, when 
Harry came up the street. She had gone, then ! — after 
all he had said ! He passed slowly through the hall, 
entered the dark and deserted room, and threw himself 
on the sofa with a heavy sigh. He was not angry, but 
he was grieved and disappointed. The first doubt thai 
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creeps over the mind, of Hie affection of one we bye, is 
80 very painful. 

<« Dear Harry ! " said a welcome Yoice at his dde. 

"God bless joo, Mary!" said the happy husband; 
"you 've saved me from a keen sorrow ! " 

Dear reader, — won't you tell? — there are some hus- 
bands worth all the sacrifices a loving heart can make ' 



LITTLE CHARLEY. 

Tt is hard to lie upon a bed of sickness, even though 
that bed be of down. Nauseous, too, is the healing- 
draught, though sipped from a silver cup, held by a 
loving hand. AVearisome are the days and nights, even 
with the speaking eye of love over your pillow. But what 
if the hand of disease lie heavily on the poor ? What if 
the '' barrel of meal and cruse of oil " fail ? What if 
emaciated limbs shiver under a tattered blanket ? What 
if lips, parched with fever, mutely beg for a permitted 
but unattainable luxury? What if the tones of the 
voice be never modulated to the delicately sensitive car ? 
AVhat if at every inlet of the soul come sights and 
sounds harsh and dissonant? Ah! who shall measure 
the sufferings of the sick poor ? 

Dear little Charley ! you were as much out of place, in 
that low, dark, wretched room, as an angel could well be 
on earth. Meekly, in the footsteps of Him who loveth 
little children, were those tiny feet treading. Patiently, 
uimiurnmriiigly, uncomplainingly, were those racking pains 
endured. A tear, a contraction of the brow, a slight, 
involuntary clasping of the attenuated fingers, were the 
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only visible signs of agony. What a joy to sit beside 
him, — to take that little feverish hand in mine, — to 
smooth that rumpled pillow, — to part the tangled locks 
on that transparent forehead, — to learn of one, of whom 
the Saviour says, " Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven ! " 
But never did I bless God so &lly, so gratefully, for the 
gift of song, as when, with that little, sensitive heart 
hold close to mine, I made him forget his pain by some 
simple strain. I had sung for my own amusement ; I 
hud sung when dazzling lights, and fuiry forms, and festal 
hours, were inspiration ; but never with such a zest, and 
with such a thrill of happiness, as when, in that wretched 
room, I soothed the sufferings of " little Charley." The 
garland-crowned prima donna, with half the world at her 
feet, might have envied me the tightened clasp of that 
little hand, the suffused, earnest gaze of that speaking 
eye, and that half-whispered, plaintive, — " One more ! 
Charley is so happy now ! " 

Ay ! Charley is happy now ! Music, such as only the 
blessed hear, fills his soul with rapture. Never a dis- 
cordant note comes from the harp swept by that cherub 
hand, while forever that majestic anthem rolls on, in 
which his infant voice is joining, — " Worthy the Lamb." 



THE LOST AND THE LIVING. 

** The husband's ietfi may be few aod brief, 
Uo may woo and win another ; 
But the daughter clings in unchanging grief 
To the image of her mother ! *' 

But a fleeting twelvemonth had paffled since the heart, 
that for years had beat against his own, was forever 
stilled, when Walter Lee brought again a &ir young 
creature to share his widowed home. Nor father nor 
mother, brother nor sister, claimed any part of the orphan 
heart that he coveted and won. No expense or pains 
had he spared to decorate the mansion for her reception. 
Old familiar objects, fraught with tenderest associations, 
had been removed, to make way for the upholsterer's 
choicest fancies. There was no picture left upon the 
wall, with sweet, sad, mournful eyes, to follow him with 
silent reproach. Everything was fresh and delightful as 
the new-born joy that filled his heart. 

** My dear Edith," said he, fondly pushing back the 
hair &om her forehead, " there should be no shadow in 
your pathway, but I have tried in vain to induce Nelly 
to give you the welcome yon deserve; however, die ahaU 
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not annoy you. I shall compel her to stay in the nursery 
till she yields to my wi^es." 

" O, no ! don't do that," said the yonng step-mother, 
anxiously; "I think I understand her. Let me go to 
her, dear Walter ; " and she tripped lightly out of the 
room. 

Walter Lee looked after her retreating figure with a 
lover-like fondness. The room seemed to him to grow 
suddenly darker, when the door closed afler her. Reach- 
ing out his hand, he almost unconsciously took up a book 
that lay near him. A slip of paper fluttered out from 
between the leaves, like a white-winged messenger. The 
joyous expression of his face faded into one of deep sor- 
row, as he read it. The hand-writing was his child's 
mother's. It ran thus : — 

** O, to die, and be forgotten ! This warm heart cold 
— these active limbs still — these lips dust ! Suns to 
rise and set, flowers to bloom, the moon to silver leaf and 
tree around my own dear home, — the merry laugh, the 
pleasant circle, and I not there ! The weeds choking the 
flowers at my head-stone ; the severed tress of sunny hair 
forgotten in its envelope ; the sun of happiness so soon 
absorbing the dew-drop of sorrow ! The cypress changed 
for the orange wreath ! 0, no, no ; don't quite forget ! 
close your eyes sometimes, and bring before you the face 
thai once made sunshine in your home ! feel again the 
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twining clasp of loving arms; the lips that told joa— - 
not in words — how dear you were. O, Walter, don't 
quite forget ! From Nellj's clear eyes let her mother's 
Eoul still spcuk to you. Mart Lsb." 

Warm tears fell upon the paper as Walter Lee folded 
it back. lie gave himself time to rally, and then glided 
gently up to the nursery door. It was partially open. 
A little fairy creature of some five summers stood in the 
middle of the floor. Her tiny face was half hidden in 
sunny curls. Her little pinafore was full of toys, which 
she grasped tightly in cither hand. 

" No, you are not my mamma," said the child. " I want 
my own, dead mamma, and I 'm sorry papa brought you 
here." 

" 0, don't say that ! " said the young step-mother ; 
" don't call me * mamma,' if it gives you pain, dear. I 
am quite willing you should love your own mamma best." 

Nelly looked up with a pleased surprise. 

<^ I had a dear mamma and papa once," she continued; 
" and brothers and sisters so many, and so merry ! but 
they are all dead, and sometimes my heart is very sad ; 
I have no one, now, to love me, but your papa and you." 

Nelly's eyes began to moisten ; and taking out one 
after another of the little souvenirs and toys from her 
pinafore, she said, " And you won't take away this — 
^nd this — and this — that my dead mamma gave me ? " 
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" No, indeed, dear Nelly ! " 

" And jou will let me climb in my papa's lap, as I 
used ; and put my cheek to his, and kiss him ? and love 
him as much as I ever can, won't you ? " 

" Yes, yes, my darling." 

Walter Lee could hear no more, — his heart was full. 

What! Mary's child pleading with a stranger for 
room in a father's heart ! In the sudden gush of this 
new fount of tenderness, had he forgotten or overlooked 
the claims of that helpless little one? God forbid! 
"From Nelly's clear eyes let her mother's soul still 
speak to you." Ay ! it did ! 

When next Walter Lee met his young bride, it was 
with a chastened tenderness. Nelly's loving little heart 
was pressed closely against his own. He was again " her 
own papa ' " No, he did not " quite forget ! " 



ON A LITTLE CHILD, 

WHO HAD CREPT BEFORE A LOOKINChOLABfl THAT WA8 UBR 

UPON THE SIDEWALK. 

What do you see, pretty one ? Large, wondering 
blue eyes ; a tangled mass of sonny curls ; small, pearly 
teeth ; plump, white shoulders, that the ragged dress has 
failed to hide ! Saw you neyer that little face before ? 
A smile of innocent pleasure curls your lip ; — ah ! you 
have found out, that little face is fitir ! Poor and beau- 
tiful — holy angels shield you, little one ! I look at you 
with a tear and a smile. Shall sin cast its dark shadow 
over those clear, pure eyes ? Shall the hollow-hearted 
sensualist find you out ? Shall you turn firom homely, 
but honest toil, to honeyed words and livoried shame ? 
Shall you curse the day you first crept to that mirror, 
and saw your sunny face ? 

0, heard you never of Him who biddeth " little chil- 
dren come ? " In your dark ' and noisome home, heard 
you never the name of '* Jesus," save from blasphemous 
lips ? Closed those blue eyes never with a murmured 
*< Our Father ? " Have the rou^ grasp and brutal blow 
descended on that fair young head? Has daily bread 
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tome sparingly to those cherry lips ? Crept you out into 
the warm sunlight, under the bright blue sky, with a bird's 
longing to soar ? 

Soar you may, pretty one ; — there 's a " song," and 
a " harp," and a " white robe " for you ! Just such as 
you were ** blessed" with holy hands; sacred lips have 
said, ** Of such is the kingdom of Heayen." Gh>d keep 
yon undefiled, little earth pilgrim ! 



KITTY'S RESOLVE. 

It would puzzle a Philadelphia lawyer to tell why 
Kitty Gray looks so serious as she sits by her latticed 
window this bright summer morning. Is she not the un- 
disputed belle of ? — adored by the young men, 

envied by the girls, who try in vain to find out the spell 
by which she monopolizes all hearts. Has she, at last, 
found one insensible mortal, cold-hearted enough to re- 
sist all love's artillery ? That would be a novelty for 
Kitty ! Has she detected a gray hair stealing in among 
her tresses, or an incipient crow's-foot at the comer of 
her eye ? Banish the thought, at sweet eighteen ! 

Mirror never reflected back lovelier tresses, brighter 
eyes, a fairer brow, or more symmetrical form. The hand 
her cheek rests on is faultless, and her foot is as perfect 
as a model. Ah, Miss Kitty, you were cut out for a 
coquette, but spoilt in the making ! Nature gave you a 
heart. You are neither making a female Alexander of 
yourself by sighing for fresh hearts to conquer, nor consid- 
ering profoundly the fashion of your next ball-dress. You 
have lived eighteen years in this blessed world, and your 
life has been all sunshine. Why not ? 

Beauty and wealth have made you omnipotent; bat 
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ycm are weary of your crown. My little queen has on 
her " thinking cap," and it becomes that sweet brow 
passing well. She wonders, " Is this all of life ? " Has 
a pretty woman nothing to do but smile and look capti- 
Yating, and admire herself? She might as well be the 
marble Venus in her dressing-room! And then she 
oasts her mental eye over the circle of her acquaintance. 
For aught she sees, they are quite satisfied with the same 
butter&y existence. Women frivolous ; men, on the cox- 
comb order, — all but Harvey Fay. He is talented ; owns 
a soul ; is not dependent on a moustache or French boots 
for happiness ; is refined in all his tastes, and a gentleman 
in the highest sense of the word ; can sing the soul out 
of you, and make time fly faster than any man you ever 
saw. Alas ! that there must always be a " but ! " Har- 
vey, the peerless Harvey, had one sad foible — and it was 
that which had clouded Kitty's brow and saddened her 
heart. True, it had not, as yet, become a fixed habit, but 
where was the security for the future ? 

And so Kitty sat leaning her cheek upon her hand, 
and wondering if a woman's power, if her nice tact 
and delicacy, were not bestowed upon her for something 
better than to further her own selfish purposes ? Harvey 
was sensitive, proud and high-spirited, — it must be a 
very gentle hand that would turn him back from that 
dizzy precipice. Could she not save him ? She resolved 

9 
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to try ; she would exert her power — for once — for aoint 
noble purpose. 



It was a gay scene — that ball-room ! The fairy forms 
that floated down the dance, with flowing tresses' and 
sparkling eyes, and snowy necks, might have bewildered 
the sober head of age. Soft, entrancing music, brilliant 
lights, and the overpowering perfume of myriad sweet 
* flowers, all lent their aid to complete the spell. Kitty 
shone, as usual, the brightest star of the evening. One 
cannot gaze long at a " star " without being dazzled ; so 
how can I describe it ? I can only say Kitty was irre- 
sistible. One minute you 'd think it was her eyes ; then, 
the little dimpled hand that rested on your arm ; then, 
her golden ringlets, or the tiny feet that supported that 
swaying, graceful figure. As to her eyes, whether black, 
or blue, or hazel, you could not tell. You only knew it 
was very dangerous looking at them long at a time, unless 
you had made up your mind to surrender. 

Well, Kitty had received her usual share of homage, 
with her usual sweet nonchalance, and now accepted the 
arm of a gentleman to the supper-table, where wit flew 
like champagne corks, and hearts were lost and won with 
a celerity worthy tliis progressive age. Harvey was as 
handsome as he well could be, and be mortal ; in high 
good-humor, and as felicitous as only he knew how to be, 
in saying a thousand brilliant nothings. 
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Kitty followed him with her eyes, and saw him, ere 
long, retire to a side-table, and, taming out a glass of 
wine, hold it to his lips. In an instant she was by his 
tide. 

" It is mine ! " said she, playfully, extending her little 
hand to grasp it ; but there was a deep glow upon her 
dieek, and an earnest, imploring look in her eye, that 
said more than her words, and deepened the flush on 
Harvey's temples. 

** As you will, &ir lady," said he, with a slight shade 
of embarrassment ; " but wherefore ? " 

" 0, only a woman's whim ! " said Kitty. " You are 
no true knight, if you cannot serve a lady without a 
reason." 

" I 'd serve you forever ! " said Harvey, as he looked 
admiringly upon her changing countenance. 

" Then drink no wine to-night, unless I fill the glass for 
you," said she, smiling, as she joined the dancers. 

" Only a woman's whim ! " Harvey did n't believe it. 
" How very lovely she looked ! What could she mean ? 
Could it be she thought him in danger ? Had he gone 
so far, almost imperceptibly to himself? Could Kitty 
think that of him ? Pshaw ! it could n't be ;" and he 
drew himself proudly up. "It must be some girlish 
nonsense, — a wager, or a bet of some kind. But that 
imploring, timid look ! 0, there was something in it, 
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ftfter all ! He would n't be ao tortiured ; he would know 
before he slept that night.** 

There 's an end to all things, and balla are no excep- 
tion. Happy cavaliers were perfonning the agreeable 
duty of settling refractory shawls npon round, white 
shoulders. " Kigolctta " were to be ded under pretty 
chins, and lace kerchieft around swan-like throats. 

These interminable matters being concluded, Kitty 
accepted Harvey as her escort home. They talked about 
a thousand little nothings, about which neither cared* 
when Harry cut it all short, reiy suddenly, with, 

"Miss Gray, will you tell me firankly why you 
' tabooed ' that glass of wine ? ** 

All Kitty's practised self-possession forsook her. She 
hesitated a moment ; — die feared to wound his feeling 
No, she would not falter ! So she said, in a clear, low 
voice, while her long lashes swept her cheek, ** Because I 
knew that to you it was a poisoned draught, Mr. Fay ; 
and I were no true friend did I fiul to warn you. You 
will not be vexed with me?** said she, with winning 
sweetness, as she extended him her hand. 

Harvey's answer is not reoorded ; but it is sufficient to 
say, that the secret of his high 1^^ eminenee is known 
only to the belle of . 

Alas ! that woman, gifted with an angal'fei powers, sent 
on an angel's mission, dumld so often be eontmt wA 
the butterfly life of a pleasure-seeking &diionist ! 



WOMAN. 

** If a woman onoe em. 

Kick her down, kick her down ; 
If miflfortune is hen. 

Kick her down ; 
Though her tcan fall like rain. 
And she ne'er smiles again. 

Kick her down. 

If man breaks her heart. 

Kick her down, kick her down ; 
Redouble the smart— 

Kick her down ; 
And if low her condition. 
On, on to perdition, — 

Kick her down." 



At! pass her bj on the other side; speak no word 
of encouragement to her ; measure not her fall by her 
temperament, or her temptations, but by the frigidity of 
your own unsolicited, pharisaical heart. Leave no door 
of escape open ; close your homes and your hearts ; crush 
every human feeling in her soul; teach her that the 
Bible and religion are a fable ; check the repentant prayer 
on her Magdalen lip ; thrust her back upon the cruel 
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tender mercies of those who rejoice at her fall ; send 
her forth with her branded beauty, like a blight and a 
mildew. "Stand aside, for thou art holier;" — holier 
than the Sinless, whose feet were bathed with her tears, 
" and wiped with the hairs of her head." Cast the " first 
BtoDC " at her, O thou whited sepulchre ! though those 
holy lips could say, " Neither do I condemn thee, — go 
and sin no more." 



THE PASSIONATE FATHER. 

*< Greater is Le who rolcth his spirit, than he who takcth a citj. 
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" Come here, sir ! " said a strong, athletic man, as he 
seized a delicate-looking lad by the shoulder. " You 've 
been in the water again, sir ! Have n't I forbidden 
it?" 

" Yes, father, but — " 

" No ' buts ! ' — have n't I forbidden it, hey ? " 

" Yes, sir. I was — " 

" No reply, sir ! " and the blows fell like a hail-storm 
about the child's head and shoulders. 

Not a tear started from Harry*s eye, but his face was 
deadly pale, and his lips firmly compressed, as he rose 
and looked at his father with an unflinching eye. 

" Go to your room, sir, and stay there till you are sent 
for. I '11 master that spirit of yours before you are many 
days older ! " 

Ten minutes af^er, Harry's door opened, and his mother 
glided gently in. She was a fragile, delicate woman, with 
mournful blue eyes, and temples startingly transparent 
Laying her hand softly upon Harry's head, she stooped 
and kissed his forehead. 
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The rock was toaohed, and &« waten guflhei ibrdu 
<< Dear mother ! " said the weeping boy, 

« Why did n*t you tell your &ther that yon pfamged 
into the water to save the li& of your playmate ? " 

*< Did he give me a chanoe ? " said Hany, aprin^^ng to 
his feet, with a flashing eye. ** Did n't he twice bid me 
be silent, when I tried to explun f Hothw, he 'a a tyrant 
to you and to me ! " 

<* Harry, he 's my hnsband and your &ther ! " 

** Yes, and I 'm sorry for it What have I OTor had 
but blows and harsh words I Look at your pale cheeka 
and sunken eyes, mother ! It 'a too bad, I tay ! He 'B 
a tyrant, mother ! " said the boy, wiA a denched fiat and 
set teeth; '*and if it were not for yoa»I would haye been 
leagues off long ago. And there ^i Nellie, too, poor, rick 
child ! What good will all her medicine do her f She 
trembles like a leaf when ahe hean hia footrtepa. I say, 
't is brutal, mother ! " 

"Harry" — and a soft hand was laid <m the impetoooa 
boy's lips — " for my sake — " 

" Well, 't is only for your sake, •^yonra and poor Nel- 
lie's, — or I should be on the sea somewhere — anywhere 
but here." 

■ 

Late that night, Mary Lee itdle to her boy^ bedsideb 
before retiring to rest <*Gh>d be thanked, he deepa! 
she murmured, as she shaded her lan^ from hia ftoSi 
Then, kneeling at hia bedaidei die pnjed flbr patiiaea 
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and wisdom to bear imcx)mplainingly the hea^y crosB 
under which her steps were faltering ; and then she 
prayed for her husband. 

" No, no, not that ! " said Harry, springing from his 
pillow, and throwing his arms about her neck. " I can 
forgive him what he has done to me, but I never will for- 
give him what he has made you suffer. Don't pray for 
him, — at least, don't let me hear it ! " 

Mary Lee was too wise to expostulate. She knew her 
boy was spirit-sore, under the sense of recent injustice ; 
so she lay down beside him, and, resting her tearful cheek 
against his, repeated, in a low, sweet voice, the story of 
the crucifixion. " Father, forgive them, they know not 
what they do ! " fell upon his troubled ear. He yielded 
to the holy spell. 

" I will ! " he sobbed. " Mother, you are an angel ; 
and if I ever get to heaven, it will be your hand that has 
led me there." 



There was hurrying to and fro in Robert Lee's house 
that night. It was a heavy hand that dealt those angry 
blows on that young head ! 

The passionate father's repentance came too late, — 
came with the word that his boy must die ! 

" Be kind to her ! " said Harry, as his head drooped 
on hifl mother's shoulder. 
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It was a dearlj-bought lesson ! Beside that lifeless 
corpse, Robert Lee renewed his marriage vow ; and now, 
when the hot blood of anger rises to his temples, and the 
hasty word springs to his lip, the pale face of the dead 
rises up between him and the offender, and an angel voice 
whispers, •' Peace, be still ! " 



THE PARTIAL MOTHER. 

Mother, Is that yon, mj darling 1 
Child. No, mamma, 't is only me ! 

Fancy that little, pale, neglected, sensitive child, meek- 
ly returning that touching answer to the mother of her 
petted, beautiful sister ! Who would not find a warm 
comer in their heart for her ? Who would not hasten 
to make those sad, pensive eyes beam happiness ? Who 
would not raise her estimate of her own powers, chilled 
and crushed in the germ, by the hand that should wipe 
away every childish tear ? Ah ! " the coat of many 
colors " is not yet worn out. The sullen brow of defi- 
ance, or the early grave, is too often the sad pen- 
alty. Other Josephs and Ishmaels may yet ** thirst in 
the desert;" other Jacobs and Elis have their "gray 
hairs brought with sorrow to the grave." How seldom 
is equal justice done to the children of a large family ! 
The superficial, the brilliant, the showy, the witty, throw 
a dazzling glare over parental eyes. They mark not the 
less gifted, but of^en warmer-hearted, child, as she creeps 
with swelling heart and filling eyes to some unnoticed 
oomer, to sob, with passionate tears, "Ah, it 's only me ! ^ 
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Frown not, impatience, at the little, whrinking Greatore 
at jour Bide, — slow of speech and stammering of tongne, 
turning his eye timidly even from a mother's glance, — 
because the quick flush of embarrassment mounts to his 
forehead, and he stands not up with a bold, flashing eye, 
to answer the pleased guest ! Chide him not ! Let him 
hide his tearful eye and blushing cheek in the folds of 
your dress, if he will ; put a loving arm about him, and 
let him creep to your heart, and nestle there, till the 
little dove gains courage to flutter and soar with a strong 
wing. He shall yet, eagle-like, fiice the son! Yoa 
shall yet scarce keep in sight his soaring pinions ! Bear 
with him yet a while, ambitioas mother ! 



THE BALL-ROOM AND THE 

NURSERY. 

" You are quite beautiful to-night," said Frank Fear- 
ing to his young wife, as she entered the drawing-room 
dressed for a ball ; ** I shall fall in love with you over 
again. What ! not a smile for your lover-husband ? and 
a tear in your eye, too ! What does this mean, dear- 
est?" 

Mary leaned her beautiful head upon her husband's 
shoulder, and turned pale as she said : 

" Frank, I feel a strange, sad presentiment of some 
impending evil; from whence, I cannot tell. I have 
striven to banish it, but it will not go away. I had not 
meant to speak of it to you, lest you should think me 
weak or superstitious; and, Frank," said his sweet wife, 
in pleading tones, ** this is a frivolous life we lead. We 
are all the world to each other, — why frequent such 
scenes as these ? A feariul shadow lies across my path. 
Stay at home with me, dearest ; I dare not go to-night." 

Frank looked at her thoughtfully a moment, then, 
gayly kissing her, he said, 

" This vile east wind has given you the blues ; the more 
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reason you should not give yoonelf time to think of 
them ; beside, do jou think me such a Blue Be&rd as to 
turn the key on so bright a jewel as yourself? No, no, 
Mary, I would have others see it sparkle and shine, and 
envy me its possession ; so throw on your cloak, little wife, 
and let us away." 

'' Stop a moment, then," said Mary, with a smile and a 
sigh, " let me kiss little Walter before I go ; he lies in his 
little bed so rosy and so bright. Come with me, Frank, 
and look at him." 

With kisses on lip, brow and cheek, the child slum« 
berod on, and the carriage rolled away from the door to 
the ball. 

It was a brilliant scene ; that ball-room ! — Necks and 
arms, that shamed for whiteness the snowy robes that 
floated around them ; eyes riyalling the diamond's light; 
tresses whose hue was borrowed from the sun ; man- 
hood's peerless ibrm and noble brow; odorous garlands, 
flaslilng lights, music to make the young blood race more 
.swiftly through the A^eins; all — all — were there, to 
intoxicate and bewilder. 

Peerless in the midst — queen of hearts and of the 
dan CO — stood the young wife of Frank Fearing. Accept- 
ing the offered hand of an acquaintance, she took her 
place among the waltzers. She made a few turns upon 
the floor, then, pale as death, she turned to her husband, 
saying, 
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** 0, Frank, I cannot, — I feel each an oppression here, 
here ;" and she placed her hand on heart and brow. 

Frank looked annoyed ; he was very proud of his wife ; 
her beauty was the admiration of the room. She had 
never looked lovelier than to-night. Whispering in her 
ear, ** For my sake, Mary, conquer this weakness,'* he led 
her again to the dancers. With a smile of gratified pride 
he followed her with his eyes, as her fairy form floated 
past him, excitement and exercise lending again to her 
cheek its loveliest glow, while on all sides murmurs of 
" Beautiful, — most beautiful ! " fell on his ear. " And 
that bright vision is mine," said Frank to himself; ** I 
have won her from hearts that were breaking for her.*' 

When the dance was over, following her to the window, 
he arranged her scarf about her neck, with a fond care ; 
and with a ** Thank you, dearest," was leaving her, when 
she again laid her hand upon his arm, saying, with a wild 
brilliancy in her eye, " Frank ! something has happened 
to Walter I take me home now." 

" Pshaw ! Mary, dear; you looked so radiant, I thought 
you had danced the vapors away. One more, dearest, 
and then, if you say so, we will go." 

Suffering herself to be persuaded, again those tiny feet 
were seen spurning the floor ; towards the close, her face 
grew so deadly pale, that her husband, in alarm, flew to 
her side. 

'*The effort costs you too much, Mary," said Franks 
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« let 118 go home." He wr mp peJ her oloik ctrefiillj 
about her. She was still, and oold as a marble statue. 

As the carriage stopped at their door, she mshed past 
him with the swiftness of an antelope, and, gaining hm 
boy's chamber, Frank heard her ezdaim, as she fell 
senseless to the floor, <' I knew it» I told yon so ! " Hie 
child was dead. 

The servant in whose care it had been left, ^- following 
the example of her mistress, — had joined some friends 
in a dance in the hall. That terrible scourge of children, 
the croup, had attacked him, and alone, in the still dark- 
ness, the fair boy wrestled with the " King of Terrors." 

From whence came the sad presentiment that clouded 
the fair brow of the mother ; or the mysterious magnet- 
ism drawing her so irresistibly back/to her dying child? 
Who shall tell ? 

For months she lay vibrating between life and death : 



<( 



Yet the Healer wm there, who had fmitten her hMrt^ 

And taken her treaanre awaj ; 
To allore her to Hearen, he haa plaeed H on high. 

And the mourner wiU iweetl|j obey." 



« There had whispered a Toloe,^ twM tho vdot of her Qod,— 
<I loye thee ! I love thee I poa nodar (ho xodi'" 

• ••ooooo 

Other fair children now call her **moiher ; " bat never 
again, with flying feetf haa she ohaaed the nudni^t homra 
away. Nightly, as they zetom, they find her within the 
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quiet circle of home, — within call of helpless childhood. 
Dearer than the admiration of the gay throng, — sweeter 
to her than viol or harp, — is the music of their young 
voices, and tenderly she leads their little feet **into 
the green pastures and nnto the stiJl waters of salva- 
tion ;" blest with the smile of the Good Shepherd, who 
saith, ** Suffer the little children to come unto me, and 
forbid them nof 

10 



ALL'S WELL. 

" TwelTO o'olook at night, and all 'u #ell ! " 

False prophet ! Still and statue-like, at yonder w.*!- 
dow, stands the wife. The clock has told the small 
hours ; yet her face is pressed closely against the window- 
pane, striving in vain, with straining eye, to pierce the 
darkness. She sees nothing; she hears nothing, but 
the beating of her own heart. Now she takes her seat ; 
opens a small Bible, and seeks &om it what comfort she 
may, while tears blister the pages. Then she clasps her 
hands, and her lips are tremulous with mute supplication. 
Hist ! There is an unsteady step in the hall ; she knows 
it ! Many a time and oft it has trod on her very heart- 
strings. She glides down gently to meet the wanderer. 
He falls heavily against her ; and, in maudlin tones, pro- 
nounces a name he had long since forgotten " to honor." 
O, all-enduring power of woman's love ! No reproach, 
no upbraiding — the slight arm passed around that reel- 
ing figure, once erect in "God's own image." With 
tender words of entreaty, which he is powerless to resist, 
if he would, she leads him in. It is but a repetition of a 
thousand such vigils ! It is the performance of a vow, 
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with a heroism and patient endorance too common and 
every-daj to be chronicled on earth; too holy and 
heavenly to pass unnoticed by the ** registering angel " 
above! 

False prophet! In yonder luxurious room sits one 
whose curse it was to be fair as a dream of Eden. Time 
was when those clear eyes looked lovingly into a moth- 
er's face — when a gray-haired father laid his trembling 
hand, with a blessing, on that sunny head — when broth- 
ers' and sisters' voices blended with her own, in heart- 
music, around that happy hearth. ! where are they 
now ? Are there none to say to the repenting Magdalen, 
" Neither do I condemn thee, — go, and sin no more ? " 
Must the gilded fetter continue to bind the soul that 
loathes it, because man is less merciful than God ? 

" AU 'b weU I *' 

False prophet ! There lies the dead orphan. In all 
the length and breadth of the green earth there was 
found no sheltering nest where that lonely dove could 
^Id its wings, when the parent birds had flown. The 
brooding wing was gone, that covered it from the cold 
winds of neglect and unkindncss. Love was its life; 
and 80 it drooped ! 
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False prophet! Sin iralks the earth in purple and 
fine linen ; honest poverty, with tear-bedewed fiioe, han- 
gers and shivers and thirsts, ** while the publican stands 
afar off!" The widow pleads in vain to the ermined 
judge for '* justice;" and, unpunished of Heaven, the 
human tiger crouches in his lair, and springs upon his 
helpless prey ! 

••AU'fweU!** 

Ah, yes, all is well! — for <<He who seeth the end 
from the beginning " holds evenly the scales of justice. 
'* Dives " shall yet beg of " Lasarus." Every human 
tear is counted. They shall yet sparkle as gems in the 
crown of the patient and enduring disciple ! When the 
clear, broad light of eternity shines upon life's crooked 
paths, we shall see the snares and pitfidla from which our 
hedge of thorns has fenced us in ; and, in the maturity 
of our full-grown faith, we shall ezultingly say,^- 
«' Father ! not as I will, but as Thou wilt! " 



HOW WOMAN LOVES. 

" Walter," said Mrs. Clay, " you have not tasted your 
coffee this morniDg ; are you ill ? " and she leaned across 
the table, and laid her hand upon his arm. 

"No — yes, not quite well. I had a great deal to 
occupy me yesterday ;" and he arose from his seat to 
avoid the scrutiny of those clear eyes, adding, " If I 
should n't be home at the dinner-hour, Marion, don't wait 
for me ; — I may be detained by business. And now kiss 
me before I go." 

" If Walter would only leave that odious bank ! " said 
Marion to herself. " Such a tread-mill life for him to 
lead, — they are killing him with such close applicxi- 
tion ; " and she moved about, busying her little head 
devising certain pathetic appeals to the " Board of 
Directors " for a mitigation of his sufferings. 

When one is away from a dear friend, 't is a satisfac- 
tion to be employed in performing some little service for 
them, how trifling soever it may be. So Marion passed 
into the library ; — arranging Walter's books and papers, 
producing order out of confusion from a discouraging 
and heterogeneous heap of pamphlets and letters; moved 
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his easy-chair round to the most inyiting loeallly ; and 
then her ejes fell upon a little sketch he had drawn. 
"Poor Walter!" said she; ''with his artist eje and 
poet heart, to be counting np those interminable rows of 
figures, day after day, that anj man who had brains 
enough for the rule of three eonld do jnst as well. To 
think he must always lead such a tread-mill life! — never 
feast his eyes on all that is beautiful and glorious beyond 
the seas, while so many stupid people are galloping over 
the continent, getting up fits of sham enthusiasm, just as 
the ' Guide Books ' direct ! It is too bad." She wished 
heartily she had brought him other dowry than her pretty 
face and warm heart. 

Well, dinner-hour came, but came not Walter. Marion 
was not anxious, because he had prepared her for his 
absence ; but she missed his handsome ikce at the table, 
and pushed away her food untasted. She was mifiuhum- 
able enough to love him quite as welU — althon^ she had 
been married many happy years — as on the day when 
the priest's blessing fell on her maiden ear. 

*' Come here, Nettie," said she to a noble boy. "Spring 
into my lap, and let me look at papa's eyes ;" — and she 
pushed back the clustering ourls from his broad, white 
forehead. "Tell me, Nettie, which do you love best^ 
papa or me ? " 

" Papa said I must lore yon best, beeatue he does/* 
said the child. 
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'* Bless your babj lips for that sweet answer ! Where 
can that dear papa be, I wonder ? " 

The words had but just escaped her lips when her 
father entered. Not with his usual beaming smile and 
extended hand, but with a slow, uncertain step, as if he 
could with difficulty sustain himself. And such a hag- 
gard look ! 

" Send away the child," said he, huskily ; " I want to 
speak with you, Marion." 

"lie is not dead? — don't tell me that!" said she, 
with ashen lips — her thoughts at once reverting to her 
husband. 

" Better so, better so," said the old man, shaking his 
gray head, " than to live to disgrace us all as ho has ! " 

" Who dare couple * disgrace * with Walter's name ? " 
said Marion, with a flashing eye. " Not you, 0, not you, 
dear father ! " and she looked imploringly in his face. 

" He has disgraced us all, I say ! " said the proud old 
man ; — " you and I, and that innocent child. Ue has 
embezzled money to a largo amount, and is now in cus- 
tody ; and I 've come to take you home with me, — you 
and Nettie, — for you must forget him, Marion." 

" Never, never, never ! " said she, solemnly. " 'T is 
false ! — my noble, generous, high-minded husband ! — 
never! There is a conspiracy, — it will all be cleared 
up. 0, father, unsay those dreadful words! I will 
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never leave him, though all the world fixnake him. Lei 
mc go to him, father ! " 

<* Marion," said the old man, "he irill be sentenced 
to a felon'8 cell ; — there is no escape for him. When 
that takes place, the law frees joo. Would you disgrace 
jour boj ? Como back to your childhood's home, and 
forget him, — 't is your duty. He is unworthy your love 
or mine. If not," said the old man, marking her com- 
pressed lip and hei^tened color, "if not — " 

<* What then ? " said Marion, calmly. 

" You are no child of mine ! " said the irritated old 



man. 

" God help me, then !" said Marion; "fixr I will never 
leave nor forsake him." 



It was a sight to move the stoutesi heart, that fiur, 
delicate woman in the prison cell. Walter started to his 
feet, but he did not advance to meet her. There was 
little need. Her arms were about his neck, her head 
upon his breast. Once, twice he essayed to speak, but 
her hand was laid upon 4iis lips ; — she would not hear, 
even from his own mouth, that he had fidlen. The old 
jailer, stony-hearted as he was, drew his coat-sleeve across 
his eyes, as he closed the door upon them. 

" Some fiend from hell tempted me ! " said the wretched 
man, at last ; " but the law frees you from me, Harioa,* 
said he, bitterly. 



HOW WOHAN L0YE8. 153 

** Tours till death ! " whispered the weeping wife. 

** God bless jour noble heart, Marion ! Now I can 
bear mj punishment." 

If "death loves a shining mark," so does malice. 
Every petty underling, who owed Walter Clay a grudge, 
took this opportunity to pay the debt The past was 
ransacked for all the little minutiae of his history ; dark 
hint* and innuendoes were thrown out, to prejudice still 
more the public mind. There were cowardly stabs in the 
dark, from pusillanimous villains, who would have been 
livid with fear had their victim been free to face them. 
Reporters nibbed their pens with an appetite ; and the 
" extras " teemed with exaggerated accounts of the pris- 
oner and the trial. Even the sacredncss of the wife's 
sorrow was intruded upon by those ravenous, must-have- 
a-paragraph gentry. Then there were the usual number 
of sagacious people, who shook their empty heads, and 
" always expected he would turn out so, because those 
who held their heads so high generally did." First and 
foremost were these " Good Samaritans " at the trial ; 
noting every flitting expression of the agonized prisoner's 
face, and only wishing it were in their power to prolong 
his acute suffering and their exquisite enjoyment months 
instead of hours. " Good enough for him ! " was their 
final doxolog}s when the verdict of " Guilty " was ren- 
dered. " It will take his pride down a peg." O, most 
Pharisaical censors ! who shall say, that, with equal 



154 HOW WOMAV IiOTBI. 

q>portanitj and temptatioiit jour Tmunted Tirtaoe ironld 
havo better stood the test ? 

"The worst is over now," said Walter, as Marion 
bathed his temples. " I will rtmggle to bear the rest, 
since jou do not desert me, Marion ; but Nettie, poor, 
innocent Nettie ! " and the strong man bowed his head, 
and wept at the heritage of shame for that brave boy. 

And 60 days, and weeks, and months, dragged their 
slow length along to the divided pair. He, in the livery 
of ignominy, bearing his sentence as best he might among 
the desperate and degraded ; experiencing every moment 
a refinement of torture of which their dnll intellects and 
deadened sensibilities knew nothing. She, pointed out as 
the '* felon's wife" by the rode crowd ; shrinking nervously 
from notice ; trembling at the apprehension of insult, as 
she toiled on heroically, day by day, for daily bread. 

Whence came that quiet dignity with which Walter 
Clay exacted respect even from his jailers ? Ah ! there 
was a true heart throbbing &r him outside those prison 
walls. Nightly was he remembered in her prayers. 
Daily she taught their boy to lisp, even now, his &ther's 
name. Like music to his ear was that light footstep ech- 
oing through the gloomy corridor to his cell. Tenderly 
those loving arms twined about his neck; sacred and true 
were the holy words with which she dieered his rinking 
spirit. Hopefully she painted the fixture — this trial 
past— when, m some home beyond the seas, he should 
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yet be the happier fi>r being 00 chastened by sorrow, and 
where no malicions tongae should remind him of his 
temptation or his &11. Sweetly upon his ear fell those 
soothing words — first uttered by sacred lips — <* Go and 
sin no more." 

No, Walter Clay was not deserted quite ! He was 
not degraded, even there and thus, while he could hold 
np his head and boast of a love so devoted, so pure, so 
holy! 

The hour of emancipation came at last, and Walter 
Clay stepped forth under the broad, blue sky, once more 
a free man ; and in the little room where the heroic wife 
had suffered and toiled, she once more clasped her hus- 
band to her breast. 

" And Nettie, where is he ? Let me kiss my boy," said 
the joyful father. " Where 's Nettie ? " 

** On the Saviour's bosom ! " said Marion, with a chok- 
ing voice. 

" Dead ? And you have buried this sad secret in your 
breast, and borne this great grief unshared, lest you 
should add to my sorrow ! " and he knelt at her feet 
reverently. 

" God knows you had enough to bear ! " said Marion, 
as they mingled their tears together, and gazed at tho 
long, bright, golden tress, all that remained to them of 
little Nettie. 
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" What an interestiDg oonple ! " said a trayelling artist 
in Italy to his companion. " That woman's face reminds 
one of a Madonna, — so pensive, sweet and touching. If 
she would but sit to me. Who are they, Pietro ? ** 

*'Thcy camo here about a year since, — live in the 
greatest seclusion, and seem anxiously to avoid all oon« 
tAct with their own countrymen. All the poor peasantry 
bless them ; and Father Giovanni says they are the best 
people, for heretics, he over saw." 



A MOTHER'S SOLILOQUY. 



T Ts mine ! Bound to me bj a tie that death itself 
cannot sever. That little heart shall never thrill with 
pleasure, or throb with pain, without a quick response 
from mine. I am the centre of its little world ; its very 
life depends on my faithful care. It is my sweet duty to 
deck those dimpled limbs, — to poise that tiny, trembling 
foot. Yet stay, — my duty ends not here ! A soul looks 
forth from those blue eyes, — an undying spirit, that shall 
plume its wing for a ceaseless flight, guided by my erring 
hand. 

The hot blood of anger may not poison the fount 
whence it draws ita life, or the hasty word escape my 
lip, in that pure presence. Wayward, passionate, impuls- 
ive, — how shall I approach it, but with a hush upon my 
fj>irit, and a silent prayer ! 

0, careless sentinel ! slumber not at thy post over its 
trusting innocence ! 

0, reckless " sower of the seed ! *' let not ** the tares " 
spring up ! 

0, unskilful helmsman ! how shalt thou pilot that 
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little bark, o*er life's tempestuous sea, safelj to the 
eternal shore ? 

" 'T is ours ! " 

A father bends proudly over that little cradle ! A 
father's love, how strong, how true ! But O, not so 
warm, not so tender, as hers whose heart that babe hath 
lain beneath ! 

Fit me for the holy trust, O good Shepherd, or fold it 
early to thy loving bosom ' 



THE INVALID WIFE. 



« 



Erery wife needs a good stook of loye to start with. 



»» 



Don't she ? — You are upon a sick bed ; a little, feeble 
thiog lies upon your arm, that you might crush with one 
hand. You take those little velvet fingers in yours, 
close your eyes, and turn your head languidly to the 
pillow. Little brothers and sisters, — Carry, and Harry, 
and Fanny, and Frank, and Willy, and Mary, and 
Kitty, — half a score, — come tiptoeing into the room, 
"to see the new baby." It is quite an old story to 
" nurse," who sits there like an automaton, while they 
give vent to their enthusiastic admiration of its wee toes 
and fingers, and make profound inquiries, which nobody 
thinks best to hear. You look on with a languid smile, 
and they pass out, asking, " Why they can't stay with 
dear mamma, and why they must n't play puss in the 
corner," as usual ? You wonder if your little croupy 
boy tied his tippet on when he went to school, and 
whether Betty will see that your husband's flannel is 
aired, and if Peggy has cleaned the silver, and washed 
off the front-door steps, and what your blessed husband 
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is about, that he don't come home to dinner. There nti 
old nurse, keeping np that dreadful tread-mill trotting 
** to quiet the baby," till jou could fly through the key- 
hole in desperation. The odor of dinner begins to creep 
up stairs. You wonder if your husband's padding will 
be made right, and if Betty will remember to put wine 
in the sauce, as he likes it; and then the pen^iration 
starts out on your forehead, as you hear a thumping on 
the stairs, and a child's snppreased scream ; and nurse 
swathes the baby up in flannel to the tip of its nose, 
dumps it down in the easy-chair, and tdls you to '* leave 
the family to her, and go to sleep." By and by she comes 
in, — af\er staying down long enou^ to get a refroslung 
cup of coffee, — and walks iq> to the bed with a bowl 
of gruel, tasting it, and then putting the spoon back into 
the bowl. In the first place, you hate gruel; in the 
next, you couldn't eat it, if she held a pistol to your 
head, after that spoon has been in her mouth; so you 
meekly suggest that it be set on the table to cool— 
hoping, by some providential interposition, it may get 
tipped over. Well, she moves round your room with a 
pair of creaking shoes, and a bran-new j^ham gown. 
that rattles like a paper window-curtain, at every step; 
and smooths her hair with year nioe little head-brash, 
and opens a drawer by mistake (?), ** thinking it was tbe 
baby's drawer." Then yoa hear little nailB soraftohiiig 
on the door; and Charley iriuipen fhron|^ ibe key* 
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hole, "Mamma, Charley's tired; please let Charley 
come in." Nurse scowls, and says no ; but you inter- 
cede — poor Charley, he 's only a baby himself. Well, 
he leans his little head wearily against the pillow, and 
looks suspiciously at that little, moving bundle of flannel 
in nurse's lap. It 's clear he 's had a hard time of it, 
what with tears and molasses I The little shining curls, 
that you have so oflen rolled over your fingers, are a 
tangled mass ; and you long to take him, and make him 
comfortable, and cosset him a little; and, then, the baby 
ciics again, and you turn your head to the pillow with 
a smothered sigh. Nurse hears it, and Charley is taken 
struggling from the room. You take your watch from un- 
der the pillow, to see if husband won't be home soon, and 
then look at nurse, who takes a pinch of snuff over your 
bowl of gruel, and sits down nodding drowsily, with the 
baby in alarming proximity to the fire. Now you hear 
a dear step on the stairs. It 's your Charley ! Uow 
bright he looks ! and what nice fresh air he brings with 
him from out doors ! He parts the bed-curtains, looks 
in, and pats you on the check. You just want to lay 
your head on his shoulder, and have such a splendid cry! 
but there sit^ that old Gorgon of a nuiiso, — fihe don't 
believe in husbands, she don't ! Yuu make Charley a 
free-mason sign to send her down stairs fur something. 
He says, — right out loud, — men are so stupid! — 

"WTiat did you say, dear?" Of course, you protest 

11 
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you did n* t Bay a word, — never tlum^t of sach a tluBg ! 
— and cuddle your head down to your raffled pillows, and 
cry because you don't know what else to do, and bocauae 
you are weak and weary, and full of care for your 
family, and don't want to see anybody but " Charley." 
Nurse says " she shall hare you sick," and tells yonr 
husband " ho *d better go down, and let you go to sleep." 
Off ho goes, wondering what on earth ails you, to cry ! — 
wishes he had nothing to do but lie still, and be wuted 
upon ! Afler dinner he comes in to bid you good-by 
before he goes to his office, — whistles " Nelly Bly " loud 
enough to wake up the baby, whom he calls " a comi- 
cal little concern," — and puts his dear, thoughtless head 
down to your pillow, at a signal from yon, to hear 
what you have to say. Well, there 's no help for it, y<m 
cry again, and only say " Dear Charley; " and he lau^is, 
and settles his dickey, and says yoa are ** a nervous little 
puss/* gives you a kiss, lights his cigar at the fire, half 
strangles the new baby with die first whiff, and takes 
your heart off with him down street! 

And you lie there and eat that gniel ! and pidc the 
fuzz all off the blanket, and make fiioes at the narae» 
under the sheet, and wish Eve had never ate that apple* 
— GenesisS: 16, — or that yoa were *« Abel " to <« Cun " 
her for doing it ! 



THE STRAY LAMB. 



I WAS walking through the streets yesterday, chilled 
outwardly and inwardly, as cue is apt to be, by the 
first approach of winter, — somewhat out of humor with 
myself, and indisposed to be pleased with others, — 
when I noticed before me, on foot, a party of emigrants 
in a very destitute condition. One of the women was 
tottering under the weight of a huge chest she carried 
upon her head; most of them were ragged, and all 
travel-stained and careworn. Bringing up the rear, 
with uncertain, faltering steps, somewhat behind the 
rest of the party, was a little girl of eight years, bon- 
netless, bare-footed and bare-legged, her scanty frock 
barely reaching to her little, purpled knees ; her tangled 
brown hair the sport of the winds. She stepped wearil}', 
as if she had neither aim nor object in moving on ; 
showing neither wonder nor childish curiosity at the 
new sights and scenes before her. It seemed to be a 
matter of indifference to the rest of the party whether 
she kept pace with them or not. My heart ached for 
her, she looked so friendless, so prematurely careworn. 
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What Bhoald be her future &te in this great city of 
snares and temptations ? Who should take her by the 
hand? Ah, look! the Good Shepherd watches over the 
stniy lamb ! I hear a shriek of joy ! A well-dressed 
woman before me sees her ; with the spring of an ante- 
lope she seizes her, presses her lips to those little chilled 
limbs, then holds her, at arms' length, pushes back the 
hair from her forehead, strains her again to her breast, 
while tears of gratitude &11 like rain from her eyes ; then 
lifls her £ir above her head, as if to say, '* O (jod, I 
thank thee ! " 

What can this pantomime mean? — for not a word 
have they spoken, amid all these sobs and caresses. 
'* What does this mean ? " said I to a bystander. " 0, 
and it 's a child come over from the old counthry, ma'am, 
to find her mother ; and sure, she 's just met her in the 
street, and the hearts of 'em are most breaking with the 
joy, you sec." ** God be thanked! " said I, as I wept too ; 
" the dove has found the ark, the lamb its fold. Let the 
chill wind blow, she will heed it not ! The little, weary 
head shall be pillowed, sweetly, to-night, on that loving 
brea.«(t ; the chilled limbs be waxteied and clothed ; the 
desolate little heart shall beat quick with love and 
hope." And there I left them, — still caressbg, still 
weeping, — unconscious of the crowd that had gathered 
about them, forgetting the weary years of the pasti 
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pressing a life-time of happiness into the joy of those 
blissful moments. 

" Take heed that je despise not one of these little 
ones, for I say onto jou that in heaven their angels do 
always behold the face of my Father." 



LEKA MAT; 



OK, SAKKItlBB AVD LIORT. 

Sucn a gloom; room u it ma t Tou may eomeAui 
havo accn one just like ib Hie mlk wure iliiig}', i 
Tindows smitll, the fbrnitare seuitj uid rJmbViy. 
comer was a small bed, and on it ft bo; of abont oia 
years ; so pallid, bo emaofttod, Uiait, U be laj Ikore n 
his long lashes sweeping lus pale dieak, jou could n 
tell if he were living. At the foot of the bed eat & 
whose locks sorrow, not time, had Bhrved. Her fc 
were clasped hopelesslj in her lap, asd her lipi raorod 4 
if in silent prayer. 

" Qood morning, Hra. Hay," aaid, Ae doctor, aa li 
laid aside his gold-headed oane, rery pompously. 
have but a minute to spare. Oeneral V^-'y lin 
attack of the gout, and oant get almg i 
How 's the boy ? " and he ^aaoed mnimij at &• Id^ 

" He seems more than anally fiMUe," nid the mi0tk 
dejectedly, as the dootqr enaiinad bia polae. 

" WoU, all he wants ia aomethfa^ itocnglheniii^ in tka 
way of nourishment, to aet him on his fert. WiiM aad 
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jellies, Mrs, May, — that 's the thing for him, — that will 
do it. Good morning, ma'am." 

** Wine and jellies ! " said the poor widow ; and the 
tears stiirted to her eyes, for she remembered sunnier 
days, when those now unattainable luxuries were sent 
away untasted from her wcll-fumished table, rejected 
by a capricious appetite ; and she rose and laid her hand 
lovingly on the little sufferer's head, and prisoned the 
warm tears 'neath her closed eyelids. 

Little Charley was blind. He had never seen the face 
that was bending over him ; but he knew, by the tone of 
her voice, whether she was glad or grieving ; and there 
was a heart-quiver in it now, as she said, " Dear, patient 
boy," that made his little heart beat faster ; and he 
pressed his pale lips to her hand, as if ho would convey 
all he felt in that kiss ; for love and sorrow had taught 
Charley a lesson — many of his seniors were more slow 
to learn — to endure silently, rather than add to the sor- 
row of a heart so tried and grief-stricken. And so, 
through those tedious days, and long, wearisome nights, 
the little sufferer uttered no word of complaint, though 
the outer and inner world was all darkness to him. 



Gently, noiselessly a young, fair girl glided into the 
room. She passed to the bedside ; then, stooping so low 
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that her raven ringlets floated on the pOIour, ahe U^tly 
pressed ber dewy lips to the blind boy*8 forehead. 

<< That 's your kiss, Lena," said he, tenderly. " I 'm 
so glad you are come ! " and he threw his wasted anu 
about her neck. "Put yonr fiuse down here, — oloee, 
Lena, close. The doctor has been here, and mamma 
thought mo sleeping ; but I heard all. He said I must 
have wine and jellies to make me well, and dear manuna 
so poor, too ! 0, you shonld have heard her sigh 00 
heavily ! And, Lena, thon^ I cannot see, I was sura 
her eyes were brimmmg, for her Toice had tears in it. 
Now, Lena, I want you to tell her not to grieve, beoanw 
Charley is going to heaven. I dreamed abont it last 
nigbt, Lena. I was n't a blind boy any longer ; and I 
saw such glorious things." 

" Don't, don*t, Charley ! " said the yoong ^1, Bobbing, 
" Take your arms firom my neck. You shall live. Char- 
ley, — you shall have everything yon need. Let me go, 
now, there 's a darling ;" and she tied on her little bon« 
net^ and passed throng the dark, narrow ooort, and 
gained the street. 

" Wine and jellies ! " — yes, Charley nrast have thorn ; 
but how ? Her little parse was quite empty, and the 
doctor'? bill was a perfect night-mare to think o£ O, 
how many tables were loaded with the loxories that ware 
strength, health, life, to poor Charley ! ^ and she walked 
on despairingly. The bri^t blue sky aeemed to mook 
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her ; the well-clad forms and happy faces to taunt her. 
O, throbbed there on the wide earth one heart of pity ? 
Poor Lena ! — excitement lent a deeper glow to her 
check, and a brighter lustre to her eye ; and the cold 
wind blew her long tresses wildly about. One could 
scarce sec a lovelier face than Lena's then, — so full of 
love, 80 full of sorrow. 

At least so thought Ernest Clay ; for he stopped and 
looked, and passed, and looked again. It was the embod- 
iment of all his artist dreams. " I must sketch it," said 
he to himself. " She is poor, — that is evident from her 
dress ; that she is pure and iunoccut, one may see in the 
holy expression of her face." And low and musical was 
the voice which expressed his request to Lena. His tone 
was rc?pcctful ; but his ardent look embarrassed her, and 
she veiled her bright eyes with their long lashes, without 
replying. 

" If your time is precious, you shall be well paid ; — 
it will not take you long. Will money be any object to 
you ? " 

" O, ycp, yes I " said Lena, despair giving her courage. 
" 0, sir, I have a brother, sick, dying for necessaries 
beyond our reach ! Give mo some wine to keep him 
from sinking — now, if you please, sir ! " — and she 
blushed at her own eamcstnej^s, — "then I will come to 
you to-morrow. My name is Lena May." 
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*< Dear, dear motlier! — wme finr GharlqTi and wm 

when this b gone." 

" Lena ! " said her mother, alarmed at her wild, exieiled 
manner. 

<' An artist, mother, gave me this, if I would let him 
make a sketch of me. Dear Charley ! " — and she held 
the tempting luxury to his fever-parohed lip, — "drink, 
Charley. Now you '11 be strong and well, and all for 
this foolish face;" and she laughed hysterically; then her 
hands fell at her nde, her head drooped; the excite- 
ment was too much for her, — she had fiiinted. 



« There, that will do; thank you. Now torn yoiar 
head a trifle to the lefl, so ;*' and the young artist's eye 
brightened as his hand moved over the canvas. In troth 
it were hard to find a lovelier model. GRiat full, dark 
eye and Grecian profile ; that wealth of raven hair, those 
dimpled shoulders. Yes, Lena was the realization of all 
his artist dreams ; — and then, she was so pure, so inno- 
cent. Practised flatterer as he was, professionally, praise 
seemed out of place now, — it died upon his lip. He 
hud transferred many a lovely &oe to canvas, but never 
one so holy in its expression. 

And little Charley, day by day, grew stronger ; and 
rare flowers lay upon his bed ; and he inhaled their ftft- 
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grance, and passed his slender fingers over them caress- 
ing] j, as if their beauty could be conveyed by the touch. 
And then he would listen for Lena's light footstep, and 
ask her, on her return, a thousand questions about the 
picture, and sigh as he said, " I can never know, dear 
sister, if it is like you ;" and then he would say, " You 
will not love this artist better than me, Lena?" and then 
Lena would blush, and say, " No you foolish boy ! " 



" Well, Lena," said Ernest, " your picture will be 
finished to-day. I suppose you are quite glad it is over 
with ? " 

'* Charley misses mo so much ! " was love's quick 
evasion. 

"There are still many comforts you would get for 
Charley, were you able, Lena ? " 

" O, yes, yes ! " said the young girl, eagerly. 

" And your mother, she is too delicate to toil so unre 
mittingly ? " 

" Yes," said Jjena, dejectedly. 

" Dear, good, lovely Lena ! they shall both have such a 
happy home, only say you will be mine." 

Dear reader, you should have peeped into that artist's 
home. You should have seen the proud, happy husband. 
You should have seen with what a sweet grace the little 
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child-wife performed her iatj aa its mi str e i Yoa 
should have seen Charley inth lua birds and his flowerSi 
and hoard his merry laugh, as he said to his motfaar, ihat 
<^ if ho was blind, he always saw that Bmest would steal 
away our Lena." 



THOUGHTS BORN OF A CARESS. 

" O, WHAT a nice place to cry ! " said a laughing little 
girl, as she nestled licr head lovingly on Lcr mother's 
breast. 

The words were spoken playfully, and the little fairy 
▼as all unconscious how much meaning lay hid in them ; 
but they brought the tears to my eye?, for I looked for- 
ward to the time when care and trial sshould throw their 
shadows over that laughing face, — when adverhity should 
overpower, — when summer friends should fall olT like 
autumn loaves before the rough blast of niibfortunc, — 
when the faithful breast she leaned upon should be no 
longer warm with love and life, — when, in all the wide 
earth, there -should be for that little one ** no nice place 
to cry." 

God shield the motherless ! A father may be lef\, — 
kind, affectionate, considerate, perhaps, — but a man's 
affeotions form but a small fraction of his existence. His 
thoughts are far away, even while his child clambers on 
his knee. The distant sliip with its rich freight, the stato 
of the money-market, the fluctuations of trade, the office, 
tho shop, the bench ; and he answers at random the little 
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lisping immortal, and gives die child a toj, and paaseB on. 
The little, sensitiye heart haa borne its childish griefli 
through the day unshared. She dimt tindentand the 
reason for anything, and nobody stops to tell her. Norse 
<* don't know," the cook is "busy," and so she wanders 
restlessly about, through poor mamma's empty room. 
Something is wanting. Ah, there is no ''nice place to 
cry ! " 

Childhood passes ; blooming maidenhood comes on ; 
lovers woo ; the mother's quick insUnct, timely word of 
caution, and omnipresent watchfulness, are not there. 
She gives her heart, with all its yearning sympathies, 
into unworthy keeping. A fleeting honey-moon, then 
the dawning of a long day of misery ; wearisome days 
of sickness ; the feeble moan of the first-bom ; no moth- 
er's arm in which to place, with girlish pride, the little 
wailing stranger ; lover and fiiend afiu*; no "nice place 
to cry ! " 

Thank God ! — not unheard by Him, who "** wipeth all 
tears away," goeth up that troubled heart-plaint from the 
despairing lips of the motherless ! 



A CHAPTER ON LITERARY 

WOMEN. 

"Well, Colonel, what engrosses your thoughts so 
entirely this morning ? The last new fashion for Tests, 
the price of Macassar oil, or the misfit of your last pair 
of primrose kids ? Make a * clean breast * of it." 

"Come, Minnie, don't be satirical. I've a perfect 
horror of satirical women. There's no such tiling as 
repose in their presence. One needs to be always on the 
defensive, armed at all points; and then, like as not, some 
arrow will pierce the joints of his armor. Be amiable, 
Minnie, and listen to me. I want a wife." 

" You ! a man of your resources ! Clubs, cigars, fast 
horses, operas, concerts, theatres, billiard-rooms ! Can't 
account for it," said the merciless Minnie. "Had a 
premonitory symptom of a crow's foot, or a gray hair ? 
lias old Time begun to step on your bachelor toes ? " and 
she levelled her eyc-glaps at his fine figure. 

The Colonel took up u book, with a very injured air, as 
much as to say, — Have it out, fair lady, and when you 
get off your stilts, I '11 talk reason to you. 

But Minnie had no idea of getting off her stilts ; so she 
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proceeded, — ** Want a wife, do joa ? I don't aoe but 
jour buttons, and strings, and straps, are all tip-top. 
Your laundress attends to your wardrobe, jour kSid d$ 
viaitre to jour appetite, jou 'vo nice snug quarters at the 

House, plent J of • fine fellows ' to drop in upon 

jou, and what in the name of the gods do jou want of a 
* wile ? ' And if it is a necessitj that is not postponablc, 
what description of apron-string does jour High Mighti- 
ness desire ? I Ve an idea jou 've onlj to name the 
thing, and there 'd be a perfect crowd of applicants for 
the situation. Come, bestir joorself, Sir Oracle, open 
jour mouth, and trot out jour ideal." 

*'AVell, then, ncgativelj, I don't want a literary 
woman. I should desire mj wife's thoughts and feelings 
to centre in me, — to be content in the little kingdom 
where I reign supreme, — to have the capacitj to appre- 
ciate me, but not brilliancj enoogjh to oatshine me, or to 
attract * outsiders.' ** 

"I like that, because 'tis bo unselfish," sud MinniOi 
with mock humilitj. " Go on." 

*' You see, Minnie, these literarj women live on publio 
admiration, — glorj in seeing themsolyes in print. Joflt 
fane J mj wife's heart turned inside-out to thonsandB of 
ejes beside mine, for dissection. Fancj her quickening 
ten thousand strange pulses with * thoughts that breatho 
and words that burn.' Fancy me walking meekly by her 
side, known on! j as Mr. Somebody, that the talenfted Wm 
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condescended to marry. Horrible ! Minnie, I 

tell you, literary women are a sort of nondescript mon- 
sters ; nothing feminine about them. They are as ambi- 
tious as Lucifer ; else, why do they write ? " 

"Because they can't help it," said Minnie, with a 
flashing eye. " Why does a bird carol ? There is that 
in such a soul that will not be pent up, — that must find 
voice and expression ; a heaycn-kindlcd spark, that is 
unquenchable; an earnest, soaring spirit, whose wings 
cannot be earth-clipped. These very qualities fit it to 
appreciate, with a zest none else may know, the strong, 
deep love of a kindred human heart. Reverence, respect, 
indeed, such a soul claims and exacts ; but think you it 
will be satisfied with that ? No ! It craves the very 
treasure you would wrest from it, Love ! That there are 
vain and ambitious female writers, is true ; but pass no 
sweeping condemnation ; there are literary women who 
have none the less deserved the holy names of wife and 
mother, because God has granted to them the power of 
expressing the same tide of emotions that sweep, per- 
chance, over the soul of another, whose lips have never 
been touched * with a coal from the altar.' '* 



(( 



Good morning. Colonel," said Minnie; "how did you 

like the lady to whom I introduced you last evening ? " 

"Like her? I don't like her at all, — I love her* 

12 
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She took me by storm ! Mumie, that woman most be 
Mrs. Col. Van Zandt. She 's my ideal of a wife em- 
bodied." 

" I thought she 'd suit yoa," said Hinnie, not tmsliag 
herself to look up. *' She's vezy attractive; bat are 
you sure you can secure her ? " 

*' Well, I flatter myself^'' said the Oolonel, glancing At 
an opposite mirror, " I riiall> at leasts * die nuddng an 
effort,' before I take No for an answer. Charming 
woman ! feminine from her shoe-lacongs to the tips of her 
eyebrows; no blue-stockings peeping firom under the 
graceful folds of her silken robe. What a charmed lift 
a man might lead with her ! Her fingers never dabbled 
with ink, thank Heaven! She mnst be Mrs. CoL Yan 
Zandt, Minnie! " 

She was '' Mrs. Col. Van Zandt" A wedL after their 
marriage, Minnie came in» looking nnoommonly wicked 
and mischievous. " What a torUe-dove scene ! " said fllie» 
as she stood at the door. " Do yon know I never peep 
into Paradise, that I don't feel a Looifeiish desire to 
raise a mutiny among the celestials? And apropos of 
that, you recollect ' Abelard,' Colonel ; and the beantifbl 
*Zeluka,' by the same anonymous writer; and those 
little essays by the same hand, that yon hoarded up so 
long? Well, I've discovered the author, — after a 
persevering investigation among the knowing ones, -»the 
anonymous author, with the signature of * HdoiBe.' Ton 
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have jour matrimonial arm around her this minute ! May 
I be kissed if jou haven't! ** and she threw herself on 
tlie sofa in a paroxysm of mirth. " 0, Colonel ! * marry 
a woman who has just sense enough to appreciate jou, 
and not brilliancj enough to attract outsiders ! Fancy 
my wife quickening ten thousand strange pulses with 
thoughts that breathe, and words that burn ! Fancy me 
walking meekly by her side, known only as the Mr. 

Somebody the talented Miss condescended to 

marry ' ! I declare, I *m sorry for you, Colonel ; you 
have my everlasting sympathy ; you look already like a 
a man * transported for life ! * ** 

** Laugh away, Minnie ! You might have played mo 
a worse trick, — for instance, had you married me your- 
self ! * lleloise * or Amy, *tis all one to me, so long aa 
I can call her wife. I 'm quite happy enough to bo 
willing you should enjoy your triumph ; and quite will- 
ing to subscribe, on my knees, to your creed, that a 
woman may be literary, and yet feminine and lovable ; 
content to find her greatest happiness in the charmed 
circle of Home." 



HE WHO HAS MOST OP HEART. 

** Ho who has most of heut knom moil of wrrow.'* 

Yes, yes, — thej are a fair target for the enviooB, 
the malicious, the selfiah, and the crafty. Otod pitj 
them, when the wide world is before them; — when 
every rough breath of unkindneas aenda a chill like death 
to the trusting heart ; — when the coarse sneer, and bmtal 
jest, fall with a crucifying sharpness on the sensitive ear ; 
— when private griefs and sorrows, borne with all their 
crushing weight unshared, too sacred to be trosted to 
ears that may prove trcacherons, are mdelj probed, and 
laid bare to careless eyes, by hands and tongaea that 
should say, ** Lean on me, I will shelter yoo." 

Yes, yes, — most of heart, most of sorrow ! Treachery 
repaid for trust, — once, twice, thrice, — the heart still 
throwing out its tendrils to clai^ again but a crumbling 
r uiu . Leaves — buds — flowers — stem, all trampled xut» 
dcr the ruthless foot. The same blue, mocking sky over^ 
head ; the same heavy thander-doud ever looming up in 
the distance. The little bark, feebly piloted, dashing on 
amid the billows, amid rocks, and shoals, and qoickauBda; 
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no strong arm to help; no friendly voice to say, "God 
speed you ! " no hope on earth ; no haven of rest ; no 
olive branch for the weary dove. The waters never 
assuaged ; the bow of peace never in the heavens. The 
feeble, fluttering wing beaten earthward when it would 
soar. O, surely, " he who has most of heart knows most 
of sorrow ! " 



DARK DATS. 

<<DYiNa! How can yoa ever straggle through the 
world alone ? Who will oare for jou, Janie, when I am 
dead ? " 



" Have you rooms to let ? " said a lady in sable to a 
hard-featured person. 

* * Rooms ? Why — yes — we have rooms ; " sorreying 
Mrs. Grey very deliberately. " You are a widow, I sup- 
pose ? Thought so by the length of your veil. Been in 
the city long ? How long has your husband been dead ? 
What was the matter of him ? Take in sewing or any- 
thing ? Got any reference ? How old is that child of 
yours ? " 

"I hardly think the situation will suit," said Mrs. 
Grey, faintly, as she rose to go. 

"Don't cry, mamma," said Oharley, as they gained 
the street " Won't God take care of us f '' 



" Put another stick of wood on the fire, Charley; my 
fingers are quite benumbed, and I Ve a long while to 

work yet." 
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" There 's not even a chip left," said the boy, mourn- 
fully, rubbing his little purple hands. **It seems as 
though I should never grow a big man, so that I could 
help you ! " 



*' Hist ! there 's a rap." " Work done ? " said a rough 
voice ; " cause, if you ain*t up to the mark, you can't have 
any more. * No fire, and cold fingers.' Same old story. 
Business is business ; I Ve no time to talk about your 
affairs. Women never can look at a thing in a com- 
mercial p'int of view. What I want to know is in a nut- 
shell. Is them shirts done or not, young woman ? " 

" Indeed, there is only one finished, though I have done 
my best," said Mrs. Grey. 

" Well, hand it along ; you won't get any more ; and 
sit up to-night and finish the rest, d' ye hear ? " 



" Have you vests that you wish embroidered, sir ? " 
"Y-c-?," said the gentleman (?) addressed, casting a 
look of admiration at Mrs. Grey. — "Here, James, run 
out with this money to the bank. — Wish it for yourself 
m.'idam ? " Siiid he blandly. " Possible ? Pity to spoil 
those blue eyes over such drudgery." 
A moment, and he was alone. 
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"He's a yerj sick child,'* said the doctor, "and 
there's very little chance for him to get well here;" 
drawing his furred coat to his ears, as the wind whistled 
through the cracki?. " Have you no friends in the city, 
where he could be better provided for ? " 

Mrs. Grey shook her head mournftilly. 

*' Well, I'll send him some medicine to-night, and to- 
morrow we will see what can be done for him." 

"To-morrow!" All the long night the storm raged 
fearfully. The driving sleet ufted in through the loose 
windows, that rattled, and trembled, and shook. Mrs. 
Grey hushed her breath, as she watched the little, waxen 
face, and saw that look creep over it that comes but 
once. Tlie sands of life were fiwt ebbing. The little 
taper flickered and flashed — and then — went out for- 
ever ! 



It was in the " poor man's lot " that Harry Orey's pet 
boy was buried. There were no carriages, no mourners, 
no hearse. Mrs. Grey shuddered, as the wagon jolted 
over the rough stones to the old burying-place. She 
uttered a faint scream, as the sexton hit the coffin against 
the wagon in lifting it out. Again and again she stayed 
his hand, when be would have fastened down the lid ; she 
heard with fe^irful distinctness the first heavy dod that 
fell upon her boy's breast; she looked on with a dreadfiil 
fascination, while he filled op the grave; she saw the last 
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flhoyelfal of earth stamped down oyer him, and when 
the sexton touched her arm, and pointed to the wagon, 
she followed him mechanically, and made no objection, 
when he said "he guessed he 'd drive a little faster, now 
that the lad was out." He looked at her once or twice, 
and thought it very odd that she didn't cry; but he 
didn't profess to UDderstand women folks. So, when it 
was quite dusk, they came back again to the old wooden 
house ; and there he left her, with the still night and her 
crushing sorrow. 



" Who will care for you, Janie, when I am dead ? " 



NIGHT. 

NiouT ! Tho pulse of the great dtj lies still. The 
echo of hurrying feet has long since died away. Hie 
maiden dreams of her lover; the wife, of her absent 
husband ; the sick, of heal^ ; the captiye^ of freedom. 
Softly falls the moonlight on those quiet dwellings ; yet, 
under those roofs are hearts that are throbbing and 
breaking with misery too hopeless for tears ; forms bent 
before their lime with crushing sorrow ; lips that never 
smile, save when some mocking dream comes to render 
the morrow's waking tenfold more bitter. There, on a 
mother's faithful breast, calm and beautiful, lies the holy 
brow of infancy. O, could it bat pass away thus, ere the 
bow of promise has ceased to span its future! — ere that 
screnest sky be darkened with lowering clouds! — ere 
that loving heart shall feel the death-pang of despair ! 

There, too, sits Remorse, clothed in purple and fine 
linen, *'the wonn that never dieth"hid in its shining 
folds. Tliere, the weary watcher by the couch of pain, 
the dull ticking of the clock striking to the heart a name> 
less terror. With straining eye its hours are counted ; 
with nervous hand the dran^^t that brings no healing 
is held to the pallid lip. 
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The measured tread of the watchman as he passes his 
Toond, the distant ramble of the coach, perchance the 
disjointed fragment of a song from bacchanalian lips, 
alone breaks the solemn stillness. At such an hour, 
serious thoughts, like unbidden guests, rush in. Life 
appears like the dream it is. Eternity, the waking ; and, 
involuntarily, the most careless eye looks up appcalingly 
to Him by whom the hairs of our heads are all numbered. 

Blessed night ! Wrap thy dark mantle round these 
weary earth-pilgrims! Over them all the "Eye that 
never slumbereth " keepeth its tireless watch. Never a 
fluttering sigh escapes a human breast unheard by that 
pitying ear. Never an unspoken prayer fur help, that 
finds not its pitying response in the bosom of Infinite 
mercy. 



CHILDREN'S RIGHTS. 

Men's rights ! Women's rij^ts ! I throw down the 
gauntlet for children's rights ! Yes, litUe pets, Fanny 
Fcru 's ubout "takin' notes," and she '11 ** print 'em/' too, 
]f you don't get jour dues. She has seen you seated by 
a pleasant window, in a railroad oar, with your bri|^t 
eyes dancing with delight, at the prospect of all the 
pretty things you were going to see, forcibly ejected by 
some overgrown Napoleon, who fimcled your place, and 
thought, in his wisdom, that children had no taste for 
anything but sugar-candy. Fanny Fern knew better. 
She knew that the pretty trees and flowers, and bri^t 
blue sky, gave your little seals a thrill of delight, though 
you could not tell why; and she knew that great big man's 
soul was a great deal smaller than yours, to sit there and 
read a stupid political paper, when such a glowing land- 
scape was before him, that he might have feasted his eyes 
upon. And she longed to wipe away the big tear that 
you did n't dare to let fidl ; and she understood how a 
little girl or boy, that did n't get a ride erery day in the 
year, should not be quite able to swallow that great big 
lump in the throat, as he or she sat jammed down in a 
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dark, crowded corner of the car, instead of sitting by that 
pleasant window. 

Yes ; and Fanny has seen you sometimes, when you Ve 
been muffled up to the tip of your little nose in woollen 
wrappers, in a close, crowded church, nodding your little 
drow.sy heads, and keeping time to the sixth-lie and sev- 
enth-lie of some pompous theologian, whose preaching 
would have been high Dutch to you, had you been wide 
awake. 

And she has seen you sitting, like little automatons, in 
a badly-ventilated school-room, with your nervous little 
toes at just such an angle, for hours ; under the tuition 
of a Miss Nancy Nipper, who did n't care a rush-light 
whether your spine was as crooked as the letter S or not, 
if the Great Mogul Committee, who marched in once a 
month to make the " grand tour," voted her a " model 
school-marm." 

Yes, and that ain't all. She has seen you sent off to 
bed, just at the witching hour of candle-light, when some 
entertaining guest was in the middle of a delightful story, 
that you, poor, miserable " little pitcher," was doomed 
never to hear the end of ! Yes, and she has seen " the 
line and plummet" laid to you so rigidly, that you 
were driven to deceit and evasion ; and then seen you 
punished for the very sin your tormentors helped you to 
conmiit. And she has seen your ears boxed just as hard 
for tearing a hole in your best pinafore, or breaking a 
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China cup, as for telling as big a lie as Ananias and 

Sapiihira did. 

And when, hy patient labor, you had reared an edifice 
of tiny blocks, — fairer in its architectural proportionf, 
to your infantile eye, than any palace in ancient Rome, 

— AiQ has 8een it ruthlessly kicked into a shattered 
rniii, by .somebody in the house, whose dinner hadn*« 
diL't'>lcvl ! 

iS\:\ or mind. I wish I was mother to the whole of 
you ! Such glorious times as we 'd have ! Reading 
pretty books, that had no big words in 'cm ; going to 
school where you could sneeze without getting a rap 
on the head for not asking leave first; and going to 
church on the quiet, blessed Sabbath, where the min- 
ister — like our dear Saviour — sometimes remembered 
to " take little children in his arms, and bless them." 

Tlun, if you asked me a question, I would n't pre- 
tend not to hear; or lazily tell you I " did n't know," 
or turn you off with some fabulous evasion, for your 
memory to chew for a cud till you were old enough to 
sec how you had l^en fooled. And I'd never wear 
such a fu^hionablr gown that you could n*t climb on my 
ja[) whenever the fit took you ; or refuse to kiss you, for 
iVi-.r you \\ ruflie my curls, or my collar, or my temper, 

— not a l»it of it ; and then you should pay me with 
your merry laugh, and your little confiding hand slid 
ever trustingly in mine. 
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O, I tell you, my little pets, Fanny is sick of din, 
and strife, and envy, and uncharitablencss ! — and she 'd 
rather, by ten thousand, live in a little world full of 
fi:e^h, guileless, loving little children, than in this great 
museum full of such dry, dusty, withered hearts. 



SOKBOW'S TEACHINGS. 




" How ia it," said I, dospondingly, to Annt Milljr, 
" that jou, who have been awojwd to Iho iips In trouble, 
can be so cheerftil ? " 

" Listen to roe, Ellen. You know my first great Bor- 
row, — the loss of my buskaud. Whea tho grave closed 
over him, the etor of bojie faded from mj sky. I could 
Bee no mercy iu the Iland that doalt that blow. The 
grecD oarlh became one wide eopulchrc ; the sweet min- 
Utretions of nature had uo healing power. In my eelGsh 
dcfpair, I would have shrouded the blue heavens in ssble, 
nnd thrown a pall of gloom over evtiy happy heart. 
Months passed by slowly, wearily, and I found no allevi- 
ation of my sorrow; no tears came to ease that dull, dead 
pain that seemed crushing the life from out my heart ; no 
etar of Bethlehem shone through the dark oloud orer my 

" I was silting one afternoon, as usual, motionless and 
speechless. It was dark aod gloomy without, as my sou] 
within. The driving sleet beat heavily against the win- 
dows, Twilight had set in. My little Charley had 
patiently tried for houra to amuse himself with bis toys, 
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BOW and then glancing sadlj at mj moamfnl face. Bat 
the oppressive gloom was becoming unendurable to the 
child. At length, creeping slowly to my side, and lean- 
ing heavily against my shoulder, he said, in a half sob, 
* Does God love to see you look so, mamma ? ' 

" * No, no, Charley ! ' said I, as I clasped him to my 
heart with repentant tears. * No, no ! — T '11 cloud your 
sunny face no longer.' 

** Alas ! dear Ellen, I but turned from one idol to 
another ; — I gave God the second place, and lived only 
for my boy ; and so my wayward heart needed another 
Icflson. The grave took in my last earthly treasure. But 
when the Smiter had done his work, those little lips, 
though m1<: • . «till said to me, *God loveth the cheeriu) 
I; ■ : , ■:. smiling through my tears, I learned to 

lie done.' Dear Ellen, if the good Father 
takuo • .^ .; ^^h one hand, he gives with the other. 
Tb^ • * w-n- some blessing left. ' Ilka blade of (>Tas8 
k - It.*" :i'»« 'rap o' dew!'" 

13 
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AX INFIDEL MOTHER." 



Can it 1)C ? Can you look into the depths of those 
clear blue t'vos, that «eek yours in such confiduig, innocent 
trust, — can you deck those dimpled limbs, so "fearfully 
ami wonderfully made," — can you watch with him the 
first faint streak of light, that ushers in another happy 
day, — can you point him to the gold and purple 
sunset glory, — can you look upward with him to the 
shining host, or place in his eager hand the field flowers 
whieh Iniul their dewy eyes with graU;fui I'.uii. -. \ 
never name *' Our Father?" 

AVTien, at dead of night, you watcli U: ' . -*. Ic 

couch ; when you hush your very breath, tu '; -^ ,, . . hij^ 
pained moan; when every gust of wind m. '.1.5 Yoa** 
cheek grow pale; when you turn with troinbl*- hand 
the healing drops; when every tick of th^j c* "sk seems 
beating against your heart ; when tlio little, pallid face 
looks beseechingly i . • vours for the "help" you cannot 
give ; 0, where ca you turri the suppliant eye, if you 
see not the "Grca" Pb; sicirm?" 

When health 8:c)v \. .im> ; when the eye brightens, 
and the red bloo(^ $ ., hbdk and lip ; when the vaoant 
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ekair is again filled ; when the little feet are again busy ; 
when loving arms in playful glee twine again around 
jour neck ; — comes there from that mother's heart of 
thine no burst of grateM thanks to Him who notes eyen 
the sparrow's fall ? 



Suppose death come. You fold away the little, use- 
less robes ; you turn with a filling eye from toys and 
books, and paths those little feet have trod ; you feel 
ever the shadowy clasp of a little hand in yours ; you 
turn heart-sick from happy mothers, who number no 
missing lamb from their flock. A sunny ringlet, a rosy 
cheek, or a piping yoice, gives your heart a death-pang. 
You walk the busy street, and turn your head involun- 
tarily when a little, strange voice calls ** Mother ! " O, 
where can you go for comfort then, if you believe not 
that the " good Shepherd " folds your lamb to his loving 
breast? 



There is perfidy at your household hearth. There are 
broken vows, which you may not breathe to human ear. 
There is treachery repaid for trust ! Childhood looks on 
with a sad wonder ; you must " go backward and cast the 
mantle " of evasion over the moral deformity. AVhcnce 
shall strength come to your slender shoulders, to bear 
this heavy crois ? How silence the ready tempter's 
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Toice ? niiere aball all tliOM warm affectluiie now be 
garnered up, if not in heaven I 

0, yon have no anchor, no mdder or coiDpaai! — yuar 
little baric is adrifl, ut the mercy of every pitiless gale, 
— Ihc eea is dark and fearfuJ, the billows moiintAin hi^, 
the akj block with darknew, if you turn from lie Great 
Pilot! 




LITTLE CHARLIE, THE CHILD. 

ANGEL. 

I AM one of that persecuted class, denominated old 
maids. By going quietly about the world, taking care 
not to jostle my neighbors, or hit against any of their 
rough angles, I manage to be cheerful, contented and 
happy. In my multitudinous migrations, I have had 
Bome opportunity to study human nature. Lately, I 
have become a temporary inmate of a crowded boarding- 
house. My little room has already begun to look home- 
like. The cheerful sun has expanded the fragrant flowers 
I love so well to nurture ; my canary trills his satisfaction 
in a gayer song than ever ; and my pictures, books, and 
guitar, drive "dull care away," and beguile many a 
pleasant hour. And now my heart has found a new 
object of interest. I 've noticed on the staircase, and in 
the hall and lobby, a lovely chUd, who seemed wandering 
about at his o^n n sweet will ; sometimes sitting wearily 
on the stairs, almost asleep ; then loitering at the kitchen 
door, watching the operations of the cook ; then peeping 
into the half-open doors of the different apartments. As, 
by a role of the house, " no ohildren were permitted at 
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table," it was 8oiiw time befim I oould aaoertun iriw 
claimed this little stray waifl 

One morning, attracted bj the oarol of mj canaiy, he 
ventured to pat his little, curlj head inside mj docur. He 
needed little urging to enter, fiir he read, with a dii]d*s 
quick instinct, his welcome in mj fiu)e. An animated 
coiiversution soon ensued about birds, flowers and pio- 
turos, — his large, blue eyes growing bri^^t, and his cheek 
fluiihing with pleasure, as story followed story, while he 
sat upon nij knee. 

At length I said to him, ** Charlie, won't mamma be 
anxious about jou, if you stay so long? ** 

<« 0, no," said he, « Liaie don't oaie.** 

" WTio 's Lizzie ? " 

'' Why, my mamma ! She don't care, if I te only oot 
of the way. Lizzie made me thki pretty dresa," odd he, 
holding up his richly-embroidered frock; '^bnt Linie 
don't know any stories, and she says I *m a bore. What 
is a 'bore ? '" said the sweet ohild, as he looked tnutin^y 
in my face. 

" Never mind, now," said I, tearfhlly ; " yon may 
stay with mo whenever yon like, and we will be Tetj 
good friends." 

The dinner-bell sounding, a gayly-drened yoong ihnag 
vociferated, in a voice anything but «m"im1, ** Ofaaxlie, 
Charlie ! " When I apolo^oed iiir keeping him, dM 
said, carelessly, as she reamnged her faraeeleli^ **0^ il 
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donH signify, if jou can have patience with him, he 's so 
tiresome with his questions. I 'ye bought him heaps of 
toys, but he never wants to play, and is forever asking 
me such old-&shioned questions. Keep him and wel- 
come, when you like ; but take my word for it, you '11 
repent your bargain ! " and she tripped gayly down to 
dinner. 

Poor little Charlie ! Time in plenty to adjust all 
those silken ringlets ; time to embroider all those little 
gay dresses; time to linger till midnight over the last 
new novel ; but for the soul that looked forth from those 
deep blue cjes^ no time to sow the good seed, no time to 
watch lest the enemy should " sow tares." 

From that time Charlie and I were inseparable. The 
thoughtless mother, well content to pass her time devour- 
ing all sorts of trashy literature, or in idle gossip with 
her drawing-room companions. The young father, weary 
with business troubles, contenting himself with a quiet 
" good-night," and closing the day by a visit to the 
theatre or concert-room. Poor Charlie, meanwhile, 
put to bed for safe-keeping, would lie hours, toss- 
ing restlessly from side to side, "with nothing in his 
mind," as he innocently said to me. What a joy to sit 
by his side and beguile the lonely hours ! There I 
learned to understand the meaning of our Saviour's 
words, " For of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

In his clear, silvery tones, he would repeat after me, 
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" Our Father," asking me the meaning of every petition ; 
then he would say, " Why don't you tell Lizzie ? Lizzie 

don't know any prayers ! " 

One night I sang him these lines, — 

« Sweet fields, beyond the iwelling flood. 
Stand dressed in liTing green ;*' — 

he raised himself in bed, while the tears trembled on his 
long lashes, and said, " O, sing that again, — it seems as 
if I saw a beautiful picture ! " Then, taking my guitar, 
I would sit by his bedside, and watch the blue eyes droop 
and grow heavy with slumber as I sang to him. And 
she, whose duty, and joy, and pride, it should have been 
to lead those little feet to Wm who biddeth " little chil- 
dren come," was indolently and contentedly bound in 
flowery fetteis of her own weaving, unmindful that an 
angel's destiny was intrusted to her careless keeping. 



Little Charlie lay tossing in his little bod, with a high 
fever. It is needless to tell of the hold he had upon my 
heart iind services. His childish mother, either unable 
or unwilling to see his danger, had left me in charge of 
him, — drawn from his side by the attraction of a great 
military ball. I changed his heated pillows, gave him 
the cooling draught, bathed his feverish temples, and* 
finally, at his request, rocked him gently to quiei his 
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restlessness. He placed his little anns caressingly about 
mj neck, and said, feebly, "Sing to me of heayen." 
When I finished, he looked languidly up, saying, 
'< Where 's Lizzie ? — I must kiss Lizzie ! " and as the 
words died upon his lips, his eyes drooped, his heart 
fluttered like a prisoned bird, and little Charlie was 
oounted one in the heayenly fold. 

As I closed his eyes, and crossed the dimpled hands 
peacei^y upon his little breast, his last words rang fear^ 
felly in my ears, — " Where *s Lizzie ? " 



THE CROSS AND THE CROWN. 

Are there no martyrs of whom the world never hears? 
Are there no victories save on the battle-field? Are 
there no triumpls save where one can grasp earth's 
laurel crown ? See you none who rise early and sit up 
lute, and turn with a calm, proad scorn from a gilded 
fetter to honest toil ? Pass you never, in your daily 
walks, slight forms, with calm brows, and mild eyes, 
whose whole life has been one prolonged self-straggle ? 
Lip, cheek and brow tell you no tale of the q>irit's 
unrest ' 

The '' broad road " is paanng fidr to look upon. The 
coiled serpent is not vifdble 'mid its Inxorions foliage. 
The soft breeze fans the cheek wooingly, laden with the 
mubic of happy, careless idlers. Youth, and bloom, and 
beauty, — ay, even silver hairs, are there ! No tempest 
lowers ; the sky is clear and blue. What stays yonder 
slender foot ? Why pursue so courageously the tiiomy, 
rugged, stumbling path ? The eye is bright ; the limbs 
ore round and graceful ; the blood flows warm and free ; 
the shining hair folds sofUy away fitHn a pure, fiur brow; 
there are sweet voices yonder to welcome ; there is an 
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inward voice to hush ; there are thrilling ejes there, to 
bewilder ! What stays that slender foot ? 

Ah ! the foot-prints of Calvary's sufferer arc in that 
" narrow path ! " That youthful head bends low and 
unshrinkingly to meet its " crown of thorns." The " star 
in the east " shines far above those rugged heights, on 
which its follower reads, — "To him that overcometh, 
will I give to eat of the Tree of Life." 

Dear reader, for a brief day the Cross ; for uncounted 
ages the Crown ! 



LILLA, THE ORPHAN. 

It was a rough, dark, umd^tly lookiiig old jBum- 
house. The doors were off the hinges, puuM of jglaai 
were broken in the windows, the gran had ov er grown 
the little gravel path, and the pigs and poultry went in 
ami out the door as if they were faonuoL Fanner Brady 
sat Hunning his bloated &ee on the door-etep, etopid from 
the effects of the last debanoh ; hia vngpdnly, idle boiya 
were quarrelling which ehonld smoke his pipe, and two 
great romps of girls, with nnoombed lodn and tattered 
clothes, were swinging on the gate in front of the house. 

Everything within doors was in keepmg with the dis- 
order that reigned withont, ssts a yoong, &ir girl, who 
sat at the low window, bnsfly sewing on a ooarse gai^ 
ment. Her features were regular and ddieate, her hands 
and feet, small and beautifully formed, and, despite her 
rustic attire, one could see, with a i^anoe, that she was a 
star that had wandered from its q»here. 

" I say, Lilla," said one of the hoydens, bounding into 
the kitchen, and pulling the oomb oat of Lilla's head as 
she bent over her work, shedding the looj^ brown hair 
around her flight figure, till her white dkoaldan and 
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arms were completely veiled ; " I say, make haste about 
tliat gown. Ma said you should finish it by noon, and 
you don't sew half fast enough." 

Lilla's cheeks flushed, and the small hands wandered 
through the mass of hair in the yain attempt to confine it 
again, as she said, meekly, " Won't you come help me, 
Betsey ? My head aches sadly, to-day." 

** No, I won't. You think, because you are a lady, that 
you can live here on us, and do nothing for a living ; but 
you won't ; and you are no better than Peggy and I, with 
your soft voice, and long hair, and doll face." So say- 
ing, the romp went back again to her primitive gymna- 
sium, the gate. 

Lilla's tears flowed fast, as her little fingers flew more 
nimbly ; and by afternoon her task was completed, and 
she obtained permission from her jailers to take a walk. 
It was a joy to Lilla to be alone with nature. It was a 
relief to free herself firom vulgar sights and sounds ; to 
exchange coarse taunts, and rude jests, and harsh words, 
for the song- of birds, the ripple of the brook, and the 
soft murmur of the wind as it sighed through the tall 
tree-tops. 

Poor Lilla ! — with a soul so tuned to harmony, to be 
condemned to perpetual discord! Through the long, 
bright summer days, to drudge at her ceaseless toil, at 
the bidding of those harsh voices. At night, to creep 
into her little bed, but to recall tearfully a dim vision of 
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childhood ; — a gentle, wasted form ; a feir, sweet &oe 
growing paler day by day ; large, lustrous, loving eyes, 
that still followed her by day and night ; then, a con- 
fused recollection of a burial, — afterwards, a dispute as 
to her future home, ending in a long, dismal journey. 
Since then, scanty meals, the harsh blow, coarse clothing, 
tiiunting words and bitter servitude ; and then she would 
sob herself to sleep, a^ she asked, " Must it always be 
thus ? Is there none to care for me ? " 

The golden days of summer faded away; the leaves put 
on their dying glory ; the soft wind of the Indian summer 
lifted gently the brown tresses from Lilians sweet face. 
She still took her accustomed walks,*but it was not alone. 
A stranger had taken up his residence at the village inn. 
He had met Lilla in her rambles, and his ready inge 
nuity soon devised a self-introduction. lie satisfied 
himself that she claimed no affinity to the disorderly 
inmates of the farm-house. He drew from her her little 
lii^tory, and knew that she was an orphan, unprotected 
in her own sweet innocence, save by Him who guards 
us all. 

And so the dewy, dim twilight witnessed their meet- 
ing^i, and the color came to the pale cheek of Lilla, and 
lier eyes grew wondrously beautiful, and her step was as 
light as her heart, and harsh household ¥Fords fell to the 
giound like arrows short of the mark; for Lilla was hap- 
py. In the simplicity of her guileless heart, how should 
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die know that Yincent lived only for the present ? That 
ehe was to him bat one of many beautiful yisions, admired 
to-day, forgotten to-morrow ? It was such a joy to be 
near him, to feel herself appreciated, to know that she 
was beloved ! 

And so time passed on ; — but their meetings had not 
been \innoticed. Kough threats were uttered to Lilla, if 
they were continued, for she had made herself too useful 
to be spared. All this was communicated to her lover, 
as they met again at the old trysting-place ; and then, 
as she leaned trustingly on his arm, Vincent whispered 
in her ear words whose full import sho understood not. 
Slowly the truth revealed itself! Her slight figure 
grew erect, as she withdrew from his supporting arm ; 
— her soft eye flashed with indignation, and the man 
of the world stood abashed in the presence of inno- 
cence ! A moment — and he was alone, beneath the 
holy stars ! 

That night Lilla fled her home. She could scarce 
be more desolate or unprotected. The next day found 
her, foot-sore and weary, in the heart of the great city, 
startled and trembling like the timid deer fleeing from 
its pursuers. 

Lilla knew that she was beautiful. She read it in the 
lengthened gaze of the passers-by. Friendless, houseless 
and beautiful ! God help thee, Lilla ! 



£09 



ItlliA, THS OKPB 



la a dark, nnhcaldiy garret Bat Lilla! Ilor Tatt, 
BtiU lovelj, was pale as marble. Bur fingers flew wiUi 
lightning rapidity over the coorso work that yielded 
her only a shulter. But thoro were angel faces, — 
UDEceu by her, — emiling approval ; and she could eiarp 
thoee BQiall haods, when tho day's toil was over, and 
say, " Our Father," with the innocent heart of child- 
hood ; and iuvisible odcs had charge to guard her foot- 
Btepa, and "IIo who fuedeth tho ravens" gave her 
" daily bread." 

One day ehe took her little buodle, as usual, to the 
shop of her employers ; and, wMla waiting for the small 
pittance duo, her eye fell upon an advertisement ■' for 
a housekeeper," in a newspaper before her. But how 
could she obtain it, without reoommendation, wilhout 
friends ? She resoivcd to try. Her little hand trembled 
nervously aa she pulled the bell of the large, haudwnie 
house. She was preceded by the servant into the libra- 
ry, where sat a fine-looking man, in the prime of life. 
He looked admirin;;!y upon tho shrinking, modest fuoo 
and form before him, Sho told him, in a few Btm]d» 
words, her history. 

Tho eeiTentrio old bachelor piiusod for a momenl, then 
taking her hand, he said, " I advertised for a home- 
keeper, but I'm more in need of n wife. Will you 

And w Lilla became a happy, honored wife. 
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if a flash passes over her sweet faco when she meets 
Vincent in the circle of her husband's acquaintances, it 
is from no lingering feeling of affection for the treach- 
erous heart, that held in such, light estimation the sacred 
name of Orphan. 

14 



OBSERVING THE SABBATH. 

"And 76 ahaU <»U tiie BUbUth • dd||^t» Holj cf tfa* Lofd, 

honorable." 



** Don't accept the mYitation sent joa to tlut Sondfty 
excursion, Hairy." 

*' What a solemn phii, Fan !— why not ? Hie better 
the day the better the deed." 

<*My dear coz, if the fimrth coimnandment has no 
restraining power, then avoid it for its Tulgaritj. Do* 
pond upon it, it is the more coarae and unrefined portion 
of the community who outrage the feelings of ohuroh- 
going people by Sabbath deaeeration. Let good taste 
deter you from it, Harry, if I must resort to so weak 
an argument, when so many better ones are on my 
side." 

'' Well ; — but, coz, I haye already ^yen my word thai 
I will accept" 

*' Break it, then ; — you owe allegiance to a friend wko 
has a prior claim." 

*' Now, Fan, if I would do it fiir anybod(y, I would do 
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It for yon ; but, do you know, I don't belieye in Sunday, 
and in going to meeting ? " 

" Your mother did, Harry." 

«* Yes — I — know," said he, thoughtfully ; " and, 
strange as it may seem to you, that is the reason I don't. 
When I was a * little shaver,* Sunday was the gloomiest 
day in the calendar, to me. From sunrise to sunset, we 
were scarcely allowed to wink. As soon as we were 
dressed, we were seated in a row, with our Bibles, cate- 
chisms and hymn-books. Even religious newspapers were 
prohibited ; and we should as soon have thought of danc- 
ing a hornpipe on the pulpit stairs, as stepping over tho 
threshold of the door, except to church. There we sat, 
repeating hymns, creeds and commandments, till the bell 
summoned us to a change of scene ; and he was a very 
bold urchin who dared stop to pluck a tempting daisy or 
buttercup by the roadside. Our patriarchal pastor was 
fond of disentangling knotty theological snarls, and div- 
ing beyond his depth, in the doctrines of election and 
total depravity. Our childish minds refused to follow 
in these labyrinthine mazes, though we had sundry pulls 
by the ears, and raps on the knuckles, by way of remind- 
ers. Amid all this ' Btrong meat,' the * milk for babes,* 
ordered^ by the infant-loving Saviour, was quite over- 
looked. 

** Our Sunday dinner was looked forward to as a sort 
of juTenile * millennium ;* though our inclination to pro- 
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long it ioddiiuUly vaa unoeremouiooslj cut short bj 
ecDdlug 113 back to cntr little obiura And big catecliiuns. 
Tliu advent cif ti vagru/it D5, or profime iDusquit«, tnu 
liuiluij with &u iiittinul UioDtu^trtog, as liObrding n cuu- 
vcuictit respltu fur thu study of uintomjr and outiiral liih 
torj; stray leovea of 'Tom Thumb,' 'Mother Goom,' 
and 'Siabod lite Sailor,' occ&noDally found tht>ir way 
between the pages of more doctrinul reading ; and ilie 
Boporifio tendenty of a Mwoud normon from our argu- 
mentative pastor, bade dufiiuice to every ulteuipt of our 
vijjliant parents to kuegi im from luigriitiiig to the loud 
of Kod. 

" With what anxiety ftnd impatience we watched for 
tho disappearoQco of ' Old Sol ' behind the hills '. AVhat 
a welcome release fur ovurtjuiked apirita, what eirotch* 
iag of wearied limbs, as his UmX golden beam wan lost 
in the twilight ! With wliut a feeling of complete dis- 
enlhralment we threw ouriielvee on the grasa, btneHlh 
tha old apple-tree, or eiplurtid the meadow behind the 
hnuse, or drove 'old Briudle' home from posture! And 
when we crept into our little beds at night, what sor- 
ro»'fu) discussions we held npon that sentence in fathu'a 
pruyer, that announced ' Heaven tc be one eleroal Sub- 
tiHih ! ' Q, ooz, Sonday was inude a wenrinesa in my 
boyhood I " 

Very tme, thought I, sorrowfully, as he gayly wared 
im adiea. The cord wu drawn too tightly, and Ihia 
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is the rebound ! And yet it is an old-fashioned error ; 
caution points with her finger to the other extreme, at 
the present day. Discretion and wisdom mark out a 
middle path. 



THE PROPHET'S CHAMBER. 

My grandfather's house iru, to all intents and por^ 
poses, a ministerial tavern; — lacking the sign. But 
though ** entertainment for man and beast" was not 
written upon the door-posts, yet one nught read it, in 
very legible characters, in the j&oes of its master and 
mistress, and in the very aspect of the manmon itself. 
At least, so the travelling world, especially the derioal 
part of it, seemed to think; for almost every steamboat, 
stage and railroad car brooght them a visitor. Tb/oj 
dropped their carpet-bag|i in the hall with the most per- 
fect certainty of a welcome ; and if the inmates were out, 
the fire was not, and the boot-jack and slippcfs of 
*' Brother Clapp" were in the same old place. Toa 
should have seen the *< Prophet's Chamber," -^ that 
never, within my recollection, was nnoocapied more than 
time enough « to clear it up," -^ with its old-&ahioDed 
bedstead and hangings, its oapa<»oa8 old arm-chair, its 
manifold toilet accommodations, its well-fiimidied wii^ 
ing-desk, its large fire-plaoe fiUedap,—> not with a blaek, 
gloomy, funereal-looking pillar of a stove^ with an isiii- 
glass window about as big as a ninqwinflt, *"?*^*^ the 
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chilled trayeller with its muffled blaze, — but great, stal- 
wart logs of wood, laid oyer the large, old-fashioned 
andiroDS, that stood guard, lik» two brazen sentinels, over 
the bright flame that flickered and flashed, and leaped 
forth exultingly, lighting up the faces of the saints and 
martyrs that hung upon the wall, from the time of John 
Rogers down to the last poor missionary that was ate up 
by the sayages in our own day. There was a very ortho- 
dox atmosphere in that room, you may be sure ; and 
when my grandmother used to send mo up, — then a 
little girl, — with some dainty morsel, prepared by her 
own skilful hands for the " good minister," I used to stop 
at the door till I imagined my little, round face was 
drawn down to the proper length, before I dared show it 
on the other side. How glad I was when that dyspeptic 
Mr. Ney's visit was at an end, with his " protracted " 
walkings up and down, and across the floor, and his sighs 
and groans, and *^ dear me's I " and how grandmother 
used to shake her head at me, and pity him, with his ** big 
family, and large parish, and small salary." And when 
he went home, how Ml she used to stuff that old carpet- 
bag of his, which I used to think must have been made 
of India rubber, for it always held just as much as she 
had to put in it, more or less ; and how I used to wonder 
if my heart was as ** awful hard, and dreadful wicked," 
as he used to tell me ! Poor Mr. Ney ! I understand it 
better now ; it was disease, not religion, that made him so 
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gloomy. His sky was alw&yi lead color; no llowen 
bloomed under his feet ; his ears heard nothing bat " the 
tiLunder and lightniDg ;" hia eyes nw only the " thick 
cloud upon the mount." 

But what a sunshine brightened the Prophot^a Cham- 
ber when dear Mr. Temple came to stay with ns ! I 
used to think our Saviour most have such a smOe when 
he said, ** Suffer the little children to come onto me." 
IIuw low und musical was his Yoice I How gently he would 
lay his dear hand upon my head, when I stooped to put 
on his slippers, and say, *< 'Inasmuch as ye haye done it 
unto one of the least of these, ye have done it unto me,' 
— God bless you, my daughter ! " And when the excite- 
ment of preaching brought one of those cruel attacks of 
nervous headache, what a pleaaore it was, when I stood 
up on the little cricket behind his diair, to pass my little 
hand slowly across his broad, pale fbrehead, till the long 
silken lashers drooped heavily upon his cheek, and he sank 
into a soothing slumber ! How softly I would tiptoe back 
to nij little seat by the fire-place, to watch for his wak- 
ing, to gaze upon his sweet, quiet fece, and woiMer if he 
would u*t look like that in heaven ! And, then, proud and 
happy I was, when he awoke refreshed, to be beckoned to 
my old place on his knee, and to hear the pretty story of 
the '' Little Syrian Maid," or *' Abraham and Isaac," or 
the '' Kesurrection of Laianis," — possessing some new 
charm for me every time he related them! And how 
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Boft and liquid his large, dark eyes grew, and how trem- 
ulous his low voice, as he told me of " the Crucifixion ! " 
And how I used to think if I could always live with dea. 
Mr. Temple I should never be a naughty little girl again 
in my life — never ! never ! 

And years afterwards, when I had grown a tall girl, 
and he chanced to come to preach in the place where I 
was sent to a boarding-school, he selected me from a hun- 
dred romping girls, and, laying his dear hand agaiu on 
my head, said to my teacher, *' This is one of my lanibfl ! " 
Was n*t that a proud and happy day for me? 

But to return to my grandfather's. You should have 
been there " Anniversary Week ! " " Such a many 
miuiftters ! " as little Clharley used to say. How all of us 
children gave up our little bed-rooms, and huddled^ pro- 
miscuously, in one room ! What nice things grandmotJier 
was getting ready, weeks and weeks beforehand ! What 
appetites they did have, and how bright grandmother's 
face shone, the more they ate and drank^ and the more 
they made themselves at home ! And how pleasant it was 
to sit in the corner with my bit of gingerbread, and hear 
them talk! And how I used to wonder if they really 
were all ** brothers " — as they called each other when 
they spoke ; — and what they all meant by calling my 
grandmother *' Sister Clapp." Well-a-day ! — years havo 
flown by, since then. Dear grandmother and kind Mr, 
Temple sleep quietly in the church-yard. Sacrilegiooa 
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feet have trod tiie *< Prophet's Ohamber." Poor, gloomy 
Mr. Nej is walking the New Jenualem, and a new song 
is put in his mouth, — the song of Canaan. ** Anniver* 
sary week " is not now what it uaed to be then. People's 
hearts and houses have oontraoted; and, growing "forget- 
ful to entertain strangers," ihey nuaa the preeenoe of the 
'' angel that cometh unawares." 



LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 

To the unknown friend who sent me a bouquet of " lUies 
of the valley " ; — 

You dream not, as the soft wind stirs those little bells 
on their delicate stems, that my heart is filled with a sad 
pleasure. Each one has a voice for my heart ; in each 
cup there is a history. 

They bring before me a little form, fragile and sweet 
as themseWcs. I hear again the soft fall of little tripping 
feet. Large, brown, spiritual eyes gaze upward into 
mine. A cloud of shining hair shades a brow too holy for 
earth. Again, as in the olden time, I wander with the 
clasp of a little hand in cool, mossy paths ; for that fair 
young head I bind wreaths of these sweet lilies. Silently 
I watch with her for the stealing forth of evening's first 
star. The gray dawn, the sultry noon, the solemn mid- 
night, find us side by side. I tremble when I look into 
those deep eyes. As childhood's years pass on, no taint 
of earth comes over that pure heart. The passer by 
gazes, and turns, and looks again, and marvels whence 
comes the spell which chains his eye to that little face. 
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Graj-haired wisdom smiles sadly, ud eajs tba dew-drop 
will eihalo. 

When the careless feet which lightJy tread this sutrid 
paths of Mount AnboTD, bavo l«iil iu qui«t sleepon to the 
hii?b uf cTeuiag, then go m\h me; and we nlll sit duwn 
togoLlicr, on that moasy seat under the hawthorn ; ojid, with 
onlj the holj stars for listeners, I will tell yvu liow genlly 
that little hand pushud oHide the cut) of life ; — of that 
lonz. lant, earnest look which WU bent od me. wbi'n the 
lf)iigiio was ppwerlcaa to spoak its lovo; — of thu graduMl 
fliL'keriug and fadiog out of life's lillle taper. Thea yoa 
Ehall retrace with me a rough and thorny patU of triut. 
which those litt)o feet were sp>sred from treuding ; aud we 
will kneel beside that marble cross, and sny, fruiu full 
heju'ta. ■' It ii well with the child ! " 




GRANDFATHER GLEN. 

The driving snow and hail beat mercilessly against the 
windows ; the piercing north wind seemed to search the 
very bones. Shivering pedestrians were seen hurrying 
through the streets, tightly grasping their umbrellas 
rendered almost useless by the fury of the storm. Ro- 
bust men turned their collars about their ears, and 
snapped their frost-bitten fingers, and stamped their feet 
to promote circulation ; dainty dames, muffled to the 
chin in costly furs, were to be seen through the closed 
window of carriages. 

It was a day to bless God for warmth, and food, 
and think shudderingly of the houseless poor. It was 
Thanki-giving day, — known throughout New England as 
a day of unlimited feasting and rejoicing, warm heart- 
greetings and glad memories. At the windows of ele- 
gant mansions, where rarest flowers blosijomeJ, and birds 
warbled, as if in midsummer, where heavy silken cur- 
tains, and warm fires, bade defiance to the chill blast, 
were seen happy faces and graceful forms, clad in tints 
rivalling autumn's gayest livery. 

In such a mansion as this, around a daintily spread 
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table, were seated Mr. Glen's wifii tad frmily, — oUldna 
and children's children. The little, high chair, in whieh, 
regularly, sat a new baby every year, had been duly 
placed at the table, and its little, curly-headed ooeapant, 
in scarlet dress and white apron, looked the picture 
of childish happiness. Sons and daughters, in manly 
beauty and womanly grace, made the scene fiur to look 
upon. 

A servant entered, with a note for Mr. Glen. As he 
read, the color mounted to his temples, but, shaking his 
hand angrily, and saying, "There is no answer," he 
addressed himself again to the pleasures of the table. It 
was from his truant daughter, Ellen, who, years before, 
had clandestinely given her heart and hand to a youthful 
lover. Mr. Glen had said <*he would nerer see her 
more." All his household were forbidden to see or 
speak to her. 

'' Think of her as one dead," said he, '* and nerer let 
her name be mentioned in my presence." 

Everything that could remind him of her he caused to 
bo removed from his sight. The key was turned upon 
the room she occupied ; there lay her guitar, with the 
blue ribbon, that had so often rested on her fiur neck ; 
there were her work-box, drawing materiab, a &dad 
bunch of flowers, dainty little dippers, fkiry lobei, and 
the mirror which had so often reflected back tiha flnrn ihaA 
had lent such a grace to them alL 



OBANDfATHBB OLBN. 223 

Her hiher had said she was ** dead to him," and he 
tried to think so ; and yet, he would start nervously at a 
household tone, or a remembered strain of music, or a 
soil footfidl ; and ever, in his dreams, a sweet, pale &ce 
looked tearfully out from amid its golden tresses, and a 
soft voice plead musically for pardon ; but the morrow's 
son found him colder, sterner, more unyielding than ever. 

In vain the faithful wife of his youth, around whose 
brow silver threads were twining, plead with a mother's 
love for her child. In vain did the moistened eyes of 
brother and sister add their silent eloquence. 

And there he sat, at his Thanksgiving board ; — he had 
just refused her last request. For him the viands had 
now lost their flavor. He could only see before him 
shivering forms and haggard faces. 



In an upper chamber, in a shattered, rickety building, 
lay a man in the last stage of consumption. At his bed- 
side sat a sweet, pale creature, upon whose face sorrow, 
more than time, had left its traces. At her knee stood 
a noble boy, of six years, striving with his tiny hand to 
wipe away the tears that were falling thick and fust 
among his clustering locks. Through the broken panes 
of glass the snow was forcing its way ; the little handful 
of fire on the hearth was fast dying out, and the sick 
man's hollow cough echoed fearfully through the desolate 
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chamber, as he BhiveriDglj diffw uonnd hu enuuaatod 

limbs the scanty bed-clothing. 

'' Dou't cry, Ellen," said he ; '* when I am gone, year 
father will relent" 

<' No, no," sobbed his wife, as she laid her pale dheek 
to his ; *^ no, no ! it must be that he will pity ub now." 

As she spoke, her &ther'B refosal was handed to 
her. 

*' I told you so," ^id the nok man, groaning, as he 
turned his face to the walL 

I^llen stood still a moment; then calling her boy to her 
side, while her face grew adiy pale, she parted the rich 
curls from his forehead, and wrapping about him her own 
tattered mantle, she sent him forth, in the storm, like 
Noali's dove from the ark. 

Mr. Glen sat at his table, nerroasly twisting his nap- 
kin between his fingers, absorbed in thooght Hie storm, 
that raged so fearfully without, was emblematical of the 
conflicting feelings in his breast. He tamed his head 
towards the opening door, and before him stood a little 
creature, in whose curly locks the drifting snow still 
lingered, his checks reddened with intense cold, and his 
little toes and fingers peeping out, blue and benumbed, 
from their scanty covering. 

''AVhere's my Grand&ver Olenl" sud the child, as 
he looked innocently and fosrlosilj round i^on the 
group. 
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BIr. Glen gazed at him, as if Bpell-boiind. There were 
Ellen's ringlets ; those clear, bine eyes and silYery tones 
were hers. 

The child advanced and laid his little, bennmbed hand 
upon his grandfather's knee. Nature oonld no longer 
dissemble. The old man pressed him to his breast, laid 
his silver locks upon his sunny head, chafed his shivering 
limbs, and offered him food. 

"No — no," said the child, refusing to eat, "I want 
some for poor mamma, she's so hungry, and papa is 
dying, and — " 

The little creature, overcome with excitement, sobbed 
as if his heart were breaking. 

A few moments found Mr. Glen and his wife, with 
Charley for a guide, on the way to their suffering chil- 
dren. A servant accompanied them, carrying wine and 
refreshments. They threaded the dark alley, climbed 
the rickety stairway, preceded by Charley, whose eyes 
sparkled with delight. Throwing wide open the door of 
the miserable room, he said, 

" Wake up, mamma ; wake up, dear papa ; — here 's 
something to make you well." 

" Merciful God ! " said Mr. Glen, " we are too late," as 
his eye rested on the lifeless forms of his daughter and 
her husband. 

In vain he listened to hear them breathe; troubloy 
sorrow, cold and fitmine had too surely done their work. 

16 
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yfith bitt«r tears they laid tAgether in the tomb Hum 
frho, eTQD in doatli, could not bo dividod. 



The April t«srs of childhood are Boon dried, and liitle 
CliarlL'j is iiow the sunbeam in the house of " UrandliireT 
Glen." 




THE WIDOW'S PRAYER. 

** Something to moisten my lips," said the restless 
sofferer, as he turned his head langoidlj towards his 
widowed mother. The cool, refreshing draught was 
handed him, and a soil hand was laid on his throbbing 
temples, and the anxious mother turned away her head, 
that the quivering lip and falling tear might not distress 
her boy. He was her only child ; and, through a tedious 
and sickly infancy, she had patiently endured wearisome 
days and wakeful nights, until at last he stood before her 
with checks mantling with the hue of health, and limbs 
strong and graceful in youthful beauty. No music was 
80 sweet to her as his ringing laugh ; and, when he 
slept, she would creep to his bedside, as the bright eyes 
lay veiled under their long, sweeping lashes, and the 
thick curls were carelessly tossed from his white temples; 
and happy tears fell from her eyes as the lost husband 
of her youth was again restored to her in the person of 
her sleeping boy. And she would picture a long, happy 
future, a quiet old age ; and for him, honor and renown, 
and fame ; and his children should climb her knee. But 
BOW — there he laid ! " there was but a step between him 
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and death ;" the bri^^t eje &ded, tiM ftatoxai ihftrpeBed 
bj disease, the round limbs wasted and dunnkeo. 

And then to that house of moomiiig came tbe holjinaa 
of God. On his bended knee, at the bedside of the djing 
boy, forvontly he prayed that "if it be Gk>d'B will the life 
60 dear might be spared." *'If it be God's will? — it 
must be God's will/' said the insubiniadTe mother, as she 
rose sobbing from her knees. And ** the Hi^est " heard 
her prayer ! 

The sun shone brightly and oheerfullj into the siok 
room. The hue of health took the place of pallor on the 
face of tho invalid ; the looks, that were damp with the 
dew of agony, grew crisp and glossy; the bri^t eye 
sparkled; tho old familiar smile played upon the red 
lips ; tho dainty morsels, prepared by the hand of the 
happy mother, were partaken of with the keen relish of 
returning health. He was resoaed! — he was ssTed! 
Tiic gift was accepted, but the Giver was forgotten, and 
the Great Physician went unthanked. And so the boy 
grew up to manhood ; — and his sli^test word was law, 
and the glance of his eye was a command, to the mother 
who bore him ; and she, who should have received obedi- 
ence, rendered it ; and to her own child she was a willing 
slave ! 



The governor of — sat in his drairing-room, sur- 
rounded by a pleasant party of ftiends. A 
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begged an immediate audience. She was old and fee- 
ble, and trayel-stained ; her gray locks floated unchecked 
oyer her furrowed temples. PantiDg, exhausted, she 
could only stammer forth, " For God's sake, a pardon 
for my only son, condemned to die ! " The man relented, 
but the judge was inexorable ! " Justice must have its 
due." Large drops of agony started from those furrowed 
temples. Clasping his knee, she cried, "A reprieve, 
then ! — have mercy ! — a reprieve ! " It was a vain 
prayer ; for ere the morning sun should rise, the head 
that had slumbered so often on her breast would be laid 
by rough hands in a dishonored grave ; and then, too late, 
die knew, that not in mercy, but in wrath, that impious 
prayer had been answered, — " It must be God's will ! " 



I 



THE STEP-MOTHER. 

" SIoTnzR, I wnnt to sWiia on Iba ice ? " 

" No, my dear ; iLe hit U diarp and cold, and your 
cougli W118 very bad lust nigUt ;" uud Mrs. Lanang 
pas^id her han^ affect ionntel J OVOT the fiilkea hair of 
the little Minnie, a.e if to conoiliale her. 

The child shrugged her little, fat shoulders, and with- 
drew, pouting, to the other side of the room, saying, "I 
wif^h my own ninmnin waa out of lie ground ; she 'd lot 
me go. I don't love you ! " 

Tears sprang to the eyes of the gentle step-mother, but 
she wavered not in what she believed to bo her duly. 
Soon iift«r eho left tlie room, and returned with some 
pretty pnper dolls, calling to Minnie to come and help 
drc33 them ; but the child's wayward temper was not to 
be so conciliated. Another ehrug of the ehoulders and ■ 
portentous frown wore the only answer, 

Mrs. Lansing dtd not enter upon the marriage relation 
unapprized of the trials to which a " stop-niolher " ia 
always exposed, She shrank timidly from the respon^- 
bility involved in the charge of Minnie, and fiilly ei- 
pressed these feelings to her father ; but Mr. Lai 
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repeatedly assured her tliat " he had seen no one, since 
his wife's death, to whom he would so readily intrust the 
care of his child ;" and her sensitive fears were quieted. 
From her infancy, Minnie had been accustomed to rule. 
With the want of energy attendant upon feeble health, 
her mother had yielded to her imperious temper, rather 
than provoke a struggle ; and Mr. Lansing, being neces- 
sarily absent on business, Minnie was left to the injudi- 
cious chance-training of nurses and hirelings. After his 
wife's death, the widowed father's heart was more clopcly 
knit in love to his child ; and, with mistaken kindness, he 
overlooked her little, perverse fits of temper, and humored 
her waywardness. Minnie, who was quick of perception, 
and wise beyond her years, soon found out that the staff 
was in her own hands ; and the injurious phrase, repeated 
unthinkingly in her hearing, about " cruel step-mothers," 
but ill prepared her to submit to Mrs. Lansing's gentle 
sway. With the promptings of a naturally kind heart, 
quickened by a sense of duty, and a desire to win this 
child of her heart's adoption, she endeavored by every 
ingenious device to conciliate her; but her efforts hitherto 
had been unavailing, or short-lived. On Mr. Lansing's 
return at night, Minnie would climb his knee, and, placing 
her little mouth close to his ear, — with a defying glance 
at Mrs. Lansing, — repeat her little, distorted story of 
complaint, unrebuked, and receive from the inexhaustible 
pocket a package of bon-bom^ or a new toy, by way of 
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Bedatiyes, which she, of couiBe, oontmted, in her nut 
little head, most unfayorably with the gentle firnuM« 
with which Mrs. Lanmng strove to goyem her. All tiiif 
told most disastrously upon the disposition of the child, 
and undermined every attonpt at re&rmation. Added 
to this — although it might be ptoeod nnnoticed by a ca»- 
ual observer — the sensitive spirit of Mrs. Lanang was 
wounded on those occasionsi by perceiving the sli^^y 
clouded brow of her husband. Hie smile, so dearly 
prized, so jealously watched for, was a shade less beam* 
ing, — the tone of the loved voice less cordial and heart- 
cheering ; and she soon fonnd that to retain his love she 
must sacrifice her duty to his child ! Ourions eyes, too^ 
watched for her halting. Inqnisitive neij^ibors tortored 
every accidental circumstance to extract fi)od &r their 
own suspicions, or akilfally catechised the child, by qnes- 
tions suggestive of an answer to th^ liking. There wu 
no human ear into which the loving wift conld poor her 
sorrow. 

One evening, before retiring to rest, she entered the 
room where Minnie lay sleepiDg. Hie dimpled arms 
were tossed, with the cardess grace of childhood, over the 
little curly head; the pearly teeth weve peeping from 
beneath the coral lips, and in broken mnimnrs the child 
repeated the name of '< Mother." Mrs. TAWMng kndt 
by the bedside, and her tears flowed freely. She asked 
herself, had no jealous freliiiig of rivalry in the h&a^ 
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love clouded her sense of justice toward the wilful little 
sleeper ? With the angel eye of her whom she believed 
to be still hovering over the child, bent full upon her, 
she weighed every motive, and questioned every passing 
feeling ; and conscience acquitted her of being actuated 
by any other motive than that of a desire to perform 
faithfully her duty. And now, should she waver ? The 
thought of risking the father's love was torture to her. 
Covering her face with her hands, she prayed, — " K it 
be poKjible, let this cup pass from me." 

There had been an unnoticed listener to this spirit-con- 
flict ; and when she rose from her knees, she was folded 
to a heart that manfully sustained her in every future 
struggle ; and Minnie joined him, in afler years, in thank- 
ing God for the gift of a Christian step-mother. 



A WORD TO MOTHERS. 

" Dear mother," said a delicate little ^rl, " I have 
broken your China vase ! " 

*' Well, you are a naughty, careless, troublesome little 
thinir, always in some mischief. Go up stairs and stay in 
the closet till I send for you ! " 

And this WHS a Christian mother^s answer to the tear- 
ful little culi)rit, who had struggled with, and conquered, 
the temptation to tell a falsehood to screen her fault! 
With a disappointed, disheartened look, the child obeyed; 
and, at that moment, was crushed in her little heart the 
sweet flower of truth, perhaps never again in after years 
to be revived to life. O, what were the loss of a thou- 
sand " vases," in comparison ! 

'T is true, an angel might shrink from the responsibDi- 
ties of a mother. It needs an angePs powers. The 
watch must never, for an instant, be let up ; the scales 
of justice must always bo nicely balanced; the hasty 
word, that the overtasked spirit sends to the lip, must die 
there ere it is uttered. The timid and sensitive child 
must have a word of encouragement in season ; the for- 
ward and presuming, checked with gentle fimmeoB ; there 
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must be no deception, no evasion, no trickery, for the 
keen eye of childhood to mark. And all this, when the 
exhausted frame sinks with ceaseless yigils, perhaps, and 
the thousand petty interruptions and unlooked-for annoy- 
ances of every hour, almost set at defiance any attempt at 
system. Still must that mother wear an unruffled brow, 
lest the smiling cherub on her knee catch the angry 
frown. Still must she "rule her own spirit," lest the boy, 
80 apparently engrossed with his toys, repeat the next 
moment the impatient word his ear has caught. For all 
these duties, faithfiilly and conscientiously performed, a 
mother's reward is in secret and in silence. Even he, 
on whose earthly breast she leans, is too oflen unmindful 
of the noiseless struggle, until, too late, alas ! he learns to 
Talue the delicate hand that has kept in unceasing flow 
the thousand springs of his domestic happiness ! 

But what if, in the task that devolves upon the mother, 
she utterly fail ? What if she consider her duty per- 
formed when her child is fed, and warm, and clothed ? 
What if the priceless soul be left to the chance-training 
of hirelings ? WTiat if she never teach those little lips 
to lisp " Our Father " ? What if she launch her child 
npon life's stormy sea without rudder, or compass, or 
chart ? God forbid that there should be many such 
mothers ! 



THE TEST OP LOVE. 

'^ Fob eharltj*s sake, take me in ! " Btid the livelj little 
Mrs. Grey, with a look of mock-distreaB, as die peeped 
her bright face into my roonL ^^If yoa'll credit it^ my 
husband has n't spoken five eonaecaiiYe worda nnoe tea^ 
time; and I'm quite undeoided whether to request to 
have the roof raised, so that I can breathe freer, or to go 
into a violent fit of hysterifls. Hatty," aud ahe, with a 
ludicrously solemn air, "I ahoiildii*t be surpriaed if I 
had married the wrong man ! Now, Bdward ia one of 
the best creatures in the world ; — there, that 'a just it,** 
said she, jumping up, " he 'a too good. I can't think of a 
fault he has ; he *s awfully correct* — a liring reproof to 
me. Do compassionate me, Hatty ; I ha¥e what the M 
ladies call ' a model husband.* Now, ia n*t it a pitj that 
goodness and stupidity generally go together I ** said aiie, 
laughing. «*Ned is so mattCTKif-fiMt ! Now, if I'm 
reading a book, and come acroas a passage that delights 
me, I always want to put my anna round the anthor'a 
neck and kiss him. Well, I read it to Ned, and he aaya, 
quietly, — without looking up from hia newq[»aper, ~* 
*Yes, it is pretty good.' O9 dear! he nerer gets np 
enthusiasm about anything. Ha lacka ftding. It'a 
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really pitiable, Mattj;" — throwing herself on the sofa 
with a suppressed yawn. 

** * All is not gold that glitters,' Mary ; and there are 
gems, of whose value the possessor is sometimes ignorant. 
These butterflies, that dazzle in society, are mostly mere 
moths at home. Abroad they are elegant, refined, 
polished, gracei^l, full of repartee and wit; but by 
their own hearth-stones silent, moody, selfish, exacting 
and uninteresting. You 'd never recognize them ! You 

remember Vivian ? Well, that's his mental 

daguerreotype ; in private he is the most unlovable of 
mortals." 

" Well, this world is a humbug, then," said Mary, "^r 
I 'm one of ita restless, dissatisfied ones ; and, by the way, 
Matty, how came you to be an old maid ? " 

"Simply because you appropriated the only man I 
ever wautetl," was Matty's quiet reply. 

The blood rushed to Mary's temples; she was by 
Matty's side in an instant, urging her to " full confes- 
sion." 

" Ah, I sec, my little lady, your heart is in the right 
place, after all, else you would not be jealous. I have 
great hopes of you ! * Blessings often brighten ' when 
we imagine they are * about to take flight ! * Your 
husband never spoke a word of love to me in his life, — 
I only wish that he had ! I shall not enjoin secrecy upon 
you as to my preference, because I know very weU you 
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would not haye him know it ftr a kmgdaml So I m 
safe ! But serioosl j, Mary, yoa dont know how to Tihw 
Edward. A few more jean ofor jour flonny hmA, and 
a little more experience of the world, and joa wodd not 
barter him for the most brilliant idol your imagination 
ever set up for jour heart to wonhip.** 

That da J was nearer than VaMj propheded ! Mary, 
short] J after, was taken dangarooaly ilL For weeka she 
balanced between life and death. Whoae supplicating 
eje sought the phjsician's with aooh tearfhl anxiety? 
Whoso hand, with more than a woman's tenderness, 
smoothed her pillow, and shaded the lig^t from her ach- 
ing ejeballa? Who, with nplifked finger, crept softly 
about the house, hushing ewerj noisy fbot&U? Who 
surrounded her with every eomfinrt and loxnry that 
affection could think of, or mon^ — hardly earned — 
could procure ? Who, when wearied with bnmnees cares, 
still kept tireless vigil, till the Stan &ded away, at the 
bedside of the poor su£ferer f 

AVho grasped the physician's hand, njing, " Save her ! 
It is life or death with me, aa well aa Uaryl" Who 
but the " matter-of-fact " Edward f 

One day, afler Mary waa centalesoent, I called to see 
her. She was looking veoty lovely, though pale and 
wasted. "Thank Gt)d you are qpared to na!" aaid I, 
touching my lips to her forehead. 

"After Him, thank my hosbaad,** aaid Maiy, with ejaa 
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liquid with feeling. " In tluB nck-room I have learned a 
lesson I shall never ferget 0, Matty ! there may be 
deep, strong love in the heart where deeds, not words, 
are the interpreters ! Please God to spare mj life, mj 
poor love shall be his reward for ttus* *' 
Mary kept her word. 



1 



CHILD-LIFE. 



nuvr often do we hear a motLor Bay, complain inglj-, of 
her chiJd, '■ She has such csulicrantepirila! — she is so full 
of life ! " Hush ! lay jonr finger on jour lip. Tlionk 
God for it. Be who appoiutetb our lot knoira for wliat 
purpose it was given. Hare yon never observed that 
tiie pathway of such nn one is sure to be marked by uo 
ordinary triak? It is a vise bostowmcnt, from Ilim who 
Bcelli the end from the be^nniog. Deal tenderly with 
her ; check not her innocent gnycty. Make her child* 
hood and youth happy. Cloud not her sunny brow by 
drawing, unneccsaarily, dark pletures of life ; fill not her 
confiding heart with distnut towards its fellows. 

Let her read, if ehe will, love in human faues. Earth 
is not all a charnel-house of deeayed hopes and blaxtinl 
anticipationa. " God is lore." Life is beautiful. Mid- 
night, — Btarry, eilent midnight, — with ila glorioiu 
beauty ; the Bilvcr nioou riding in majesty or veiled in 
Beecy elouds ; the cheerful ^un walking in brl^'Utness ; tho 
rainbow-tint«d sunset elouds; the sweet gray dawn, with 
its stirring life ; the forest^clad hills crowned with tho 
bow of promise; the towering rock, the shining river, the 
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flower-wreathed meadow, the deep blue sea, the grand 
old woods, with their whispered music ; and in and 
among them all, still, hearts that are noble, good, and 
true, beat with sympathy for a brother's wrongs, and 
are open-hanJed to the call of charity. Tell not the 
young heart, so keenly susceptible, that every cup is 
drugged with poison; that 'neath every flower a ser- 
pent coils. Who, among us, could fearlessly again enter 
upon life, and cheerfully enjoy it with such a chart of 
shoals and quicksands before our vision ? God, in His 
mercy, has hidden the future from our vision. " Give us 
this day our daily bread," is the petition He has taught 
us. Shall the blessings of to-day be received with a 
churlish spirit, because we know not what to-morrow may 
bring us ? That morrow we may never see ; nor should 
we impatiently demand to know, whether for us it come 
freighted with joy or sorrow. 

I have read a story of three little trout, which, discon- 
tented and unhappy, desired each to have a wish that 
should be granted. The first wished for wings, that it 
might fly ; the next wished for a great deal of knowledge, 
and to understand all about hooks aud nets, that it might 
keep out of danger; the third, — a poor, ignorant fish, 
and not knowing what was best, — wished that God would 
take care of him, and choose for him, and give him just 
what he saw best. So God gave wings to the first; and, 

delighted with the exercise of his new power, he flew far, 

16 
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far awaj, to a desert, where he died &om tliirel. To llis 
sccoad be gave knowieilgo, and bo he waa tilt the time in 
(error ; he waa afraid lo go into deep water, lest iLe great 
fijihca should swallow hiui, and he was afraid to go into 
shallow water, lest it should dry op and leave him. Uo 
dared Dot eat soylhingi ]e«t a hook might be concealed in 
it ; and so ho pined awa; and died. 

But God loved the third little trout (who tniatod in 
Him), and look care of him, and kept Imn from all 
dungeni, so that ho was alwaja happj. 

My story earries with it ita own moral. Let the 
buoyant-hearted, hopeful little mariner you love, launi-h 
his little bark on life's ocean, praying always the Great 
I'ilot for a happy voyage and safe port. 




"THE OLD HOUSE," 

With its ancient elms, its ambitious woodbine, — which 
never was weary of trying to peep into the fourth-story 
window ; — its honeysuckle porch, where lovers came for 
a bright-eyed welcome, and lingered to repeat their 
adieux ; where papa made his appearance at the ortho- 
dox hour of " nine," to warn bewitched daughters of — 
** the night air " (?) ; where midnight serenaders charmed 
open the eyes of beauty ; where the poor, maimed and 
blind came, sure of a wholesome morsel ; where relations 
— by Adam, and nearer — had carte blanche to pass in, 
and take their own time to pass out ; where the humming- 
bird and drowsy bee lingered lovingly amid the flowers; 
where the soft west wind lifted refreshingly the silver 
hair of age, the silken tendrils of the infant, and the 
glossy tresses of laughing girlhood. 

Now pass we in through the wide hall. See the 
antique clock, surmounted by a picture of a sailor 
approaching a tavern. Papa is a stanch Taylorite ; 
60 he has had " Bethel " inscribed over the inn door, 
and Jack is arbitrarily made a temperance man ; — "J|^ 
and has held that Bible in his hand ever since I wore 
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pantalettes ! And hero is the old-fiushioned parlor, with 
it.s broad fire-place, its canred mouldiogs, and its anti« 
iiKilern landscape paper, — so interesting to the juve- 
niles. Here the timid, doubtful lover first asked consent 
or papa '* to hung up his hat." Hero the die was cast 
whctliLT the HJii bhuuld be allowed to be, what nature 
uiadc hi 111, a puct ! Hero were read the confidential fam- 
ily letters iVoni college and boarding-school. Here was 
planted the '' Christinas tree," with its shining lights and 
glittering gifts. Hero was spread our New Year's supper, 
with its little rcniembranceB ; here our Thanksgiving din- 
ner, with '^ chicken fixins" enough to feed a snuill army. 
Here sat the newly-affianoed maiden, bearing, with the 
be.^t grace she niight, certain allusions to ** next year at 
this time!'* Happy grandpapa, as he '* numbered the 
pen[)le " ! — smiling as he looked backward on life's track, 
tearful as he glanced forward to its goal ! Under that 
window, 

*<Tho hand of Ueaiiig WM tmnbUog laid 
On saowj forohfltd and ompto bnld ; 
And the words were tpcik&a 
Bj lips that nefer their tmit betnjed." 

I iider that window rested the oofGji of the bride of a 
ycdv ! There, too, wo looked our last npon the face of 
''sweet, lovely Lena!" There the dimpled hands of 
childhood were crossed by the broken-hearted mother. 
There, dear, warm-hearted grandmother reoeiTed th* 
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caressess of her children with — for the first time — 
neither smile nor word of blessing ! We shall surely 
" meet airain.'* But now " the old house " Ls desolate ! 
The roses and clematis are rooted uj>, like our hopes. 
The utilitarian axe has been laid at the root of every tree. 
A house has been planted in the garden ; the ble.s:?ed 
sunlight streams no longer in our pleasant sitting-room. 
Tiio fingers which swe;U the guitar, at that vine-clad door, 
are dust I The \i[i^ that sim':^ of heaven, are "nearer 
home.'' Husband and wife sleep j.oacefully, unmindful 
of the storm which beats (\(>\\\i the ilutteriu;' winirs of 
their timid household doves. The widow walks alone. 
The orphan finds no heart so true as the cue over which 
the green sod is pressin-r. Far and wide are scattered 
the remnant of that household band. Oceans have been 
crossed, foreign Ir.nds travcilled o'er, silver threads have 
mingled in dark tresses ; but "may our right hand forget 
its cunning," if that dear "old house" bo not treasured 
in our hearts as a sacred thin<' forever ! 



"SEEING THE FOLLY OF IT.'' 

<'Now, mother," said Edwiid, ** don't nj a woid 
against Etta's going to the danoe to-night I have talked 
myself hoarse, before I conld bring fkther oyer. Hie 
slcigliing is fine, and, with a swift horse, ten miles will 
soon be compassed, — and BtU is sooh a pretty dan- 
cer ! " 

*' But jou don't oonsideTy Edward, that yoor mster^ 
health is delicate, and a change of dress will be a great 
exposure. And, then, the biting oold." 

" Mother, jou wonld n't ha^e talked so at nineteeBt," 
said Edward, laughing. ^Yoa forget when jon and 
father used to dance till two in the morning." 

"Ah!" said Mrs. Leland, with a siglh, ««biit we'fe 
seen the folly of it," 

'' Well, that 's just iHdiat we want to do ! There 's 
nothing like experience, joa know. We want to see 
the folly of it, too ; so say no more, pleaie ! ** said Ike 
coaxing boy. 

Mrs. Leland, persuaded ag^unst her judgment^ gave a 
reluctant consent. " Bemember, Edward,'' said dn^ ^it 
must bo the last time." 
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" Thanks for bo much, then," said Ned, as he flew np 
stairs to find his sister. " Come, Etta, I am victor ; leave 
jour guitar, pick up jour trinkets, and brush out those 
long curls. The sleigh will be here in an hour, and we 
must meet our partj at the hotel by eight. Wear a 
becoming dress, and look jour prettiest. I have a reason 
of mj own for being over-particular to-night. Mother 
has gone out, but she has charged mo to tell you to wrap 
up warm. One would think jou were sixty, instead of 
sixteen." 

And so the bright ringlets were smoothed, and the 
silken stocking was drawn over the graceful ankle, and 
the snowy arms glittered with gems, and the warm 
merino dress was discarded, and the round, white shoul- 
aers rose fair from the blue robe that fitted so charm- 
ingly, and the little rose that nestled in her curls looked 
not fresher or sweeter than the wearer. 

" That 's a darling ! " said Edward ; " you are look- 
ing your very best. I don't know how you are going 
to ' wrap up,' though," said the thoughtless boy ; " but 
I suppose women understand such things. I never shall 
hear the last of it, if you should happen to sneeze to- 
morrow. But here 's the sleigh. What a nice horse ! 
How the snow will fly from under his feet ! Won't we 
have a merry time, hey ? " 

The bufl*alo robes were carefully wrapped about them, 
and Edward took the reins. The fleet horse skimmed 
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the groond liko a bird on the wing ; tlie oitj waa non 
left behind ; fonccs, houses, trees, disappeared as if by 
lua^ic. Thoj chatted and laughed, and for the first 
ilw miles, Etta eujoycd the swift motion and keen, 
iVr^rv air. 

''1 caift think what mother meant^'* said Edward, 
*^ hy t^ayiug that this must be your Mast time ! ' I had 
in:i<]e up my mi ad for a doien more frolics like this, 
boi'ore >v inter is over; and &ther and mother used to 
1k' so gay, too, at our time of life. I have heard Uncle 
Kalph tell T\'hat a belle mother was, and how handsome 
hlie used to look ; and that we used to be fed on * God- 
frey's Cordial ' by the nurse, to keep us quiet till she 
came back. Well, well; we will have a good time 
to-night, if wo never have another. Wliat, shivering ? 
Here, curl down under the buffalo, pull your veil down, 
and nestle up to me;" and, spurring up the spirited 
horse anew, thej dashed ob. Etta kept very quiet; 
and Xed, intent upon gaining the hotel in the shortest 
])ossil)le space of time, left her reverie undisturbed. 
On — on — on they wont, distancing all competitors, till 
the foaming, panting horse had performed well his 
task ! 

" Come, Etta, we are here at last Fast asleep, I 
declare ! It would be a joke to take her up, furs and 
all, and carry her in, just as she is." SuiUng the action 
to the words, ho carefully lifted his Ujght burthen, andi 



<i 



SEEING THE FOLLT 07 IT. 



99 



249 



entering the little parlor appropriated to their reception, 
Baid, "Uere, girls; Etta is fast asleep, or pretending 
to be ; — any of you \rho choose may unroll the inuminy. 
1 think you will find her fresher than Glidden's!" The 
griy bevy gathered round her, and, untying her thick 
veil, stood s[)eeehless with horror. Poor Etta was frozen 
to death ! It was, indeed, ** her last time ! " 



THE TRANSPLANTED LILT. 



TiiKY were neat littlo pallets. One could find no fault 
witli tluMii, wiih tlieir snowy sheets and Mosaic quilts of 
patchwork. In each was a little, homeless, houseless 
ori>han, taken in for shelter. "Miss Betsey" had been 
tlio roiimls, and seen each littlo head duly deposited on its 
pi How. A very nice, particular, proper person, was Miss 
Betsey ! The " Board of Directors" said so, and Miss 
Betsey thouirlit so herself! Her hair was as smooth as 
her tongue, and her kerchief starched as stiff as her 
manners. Not one of those little vagrant hands would 
have thought of touching that immaculate calico dress. 
She had heard them all say their prayers, — listened at 
the door to see it* any dared break the rule that " forbade 
their speaking,'^ and went down to a comfortable dish of 
tea and hot buttered muffins, satisfied that she had min- 
istered to every w^ant of their childish natures, temporal 
and spiritual. Blind Miss Betsey! There are depths, 
even in a child's soul, yours cannot fathom ! 

A little head is cautiously raised from its pillow. The 
eyes that look slowly around upon those sleeping forms, 
are large, dark, and sorrowful. Hot tears fall thick 
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ind fast upon ilie olaq>ed hands. ** Mother ! mother ! ' 
is wrung from a little heart, too young to bear its weight 
of grief unshared ; and the little head falls back again in 
helpless, hopeless misery, on the pillow. Lily closes her 
eyes, but she is not asleep. No, no ! She sees a form, 
languid and emaciated, stretched upon a dying bed. She 
feels the soft touch of a dear hand on her forehead ; large, 
moumi^ eyes follow, follow, follow her, sleeping or wak- 
ing. A sweet, low voice lingers ever in her ear ; " God 
protect my orphan child ! " 

Miss Betsey has told Lily that He has done it ; that 
she ought to be very thankful she is in such a nice insti- 
tution ; and that if she is " good," she shall live out to 
service, some day, with a good lady. And Lily pushes 
back the thick hair with her delicate hand, and wonders 
what *' going out to service," means ; and Miss Betsey 
takes the long curls she has clipped from her head, and 
throws them out the window, and asks her if she don't 
feel grateful she has such a kind friend as herself? And 
Lily tries to swallow a great lump in her throat, that 
seems like to choke her, and says, " Yes, ma'am ;" while 
she forces back to their source the large tears that are 
gathering under her eyelids. Then she looks at the 
unbending, prim figure of Miss Betsey, and wonders was 
flhc ever a little girl ? And did her mother ever die, and 
leave her all, all alone ? And she feels as if she must 
throw herself on somebody's neck, and ask them to love 
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her. And then she looks again at Miaa Betaej ; but the 

(juii-k instinct of childhood eays, — "No, no, not there!" 
Ah'l then ^he wonders what makes all the children in the 
hi III -I' i-cvm like grown people; and why they tremble if 
till V tuiii^k' down, or drop a book bj accident; and whj 
ill V i\i! lo. s and le?s, every day, of their little soup din- 
i".':> : iAu\ what makes her head so diizy when she tries to 
knit. And then she wonders if heaven is a great way off, 
anil hvw U>ng it will be before she gets there. And then 
lior over-charged he;irt ean restrain itself no longer amid 
tho:<e voicele.'is, silent sleepers, but finda vent in a long, 
lon^r, hitter cry of anguish. 

'' Miss Ik'ti^ey " comes up, and tells her she is "very 
nn*\'rhty to break the rules;** and Lily says, amid her 
Eo^^. that she '* wants to go to heayen, with mamma!" 
An.l 3Iiss BetFcy asks, "if mamma belonged to the 
chureh?'' and Lily "thinks not" And Miss Betsey 
shakes her head, doubtfully, — tells her she hopes die 
will ho better than her mother. Adyises her to "say 
her prayer?/' and goes down again to her buttered 
muffins. 



" I 'ni tired of life, Mary ! " said the elegant widow 
Gray. *' I 'm sick of its hollownesB and insinoerity. I 
owe all my friends, save yoorseli^ to the moddents of 
wealth and position. If HeaTen had only Ueand no 
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it to-morrow ; hut it must be a poetical child, Mary, — 
a little, fragile, spiritual, delicate blossom. Would ii't it 
be a joy to watch such a mind unfold itself! — to listen 
to all its naive, original sayings, and teach it to love me 
as only such a child can love ! Where 's my bonnet ? 

I 'm off to the Asylum ! That imaginary child of 

mine must have its human counterpart somewhere." 

" Stay ! " said her thoughtful friend. " Such a child 
as you speak of — should you find it — requires skilful 
training. No careless, unpractised hand should sweep 
80 delicate a harp. A heart with such a capacity to 
love, has a capacity equally intense for suffering. 
When you have trained her to habits of luxury, and 
refined her tastes, if you weary of your charge, and 
allow her to fall back upon the guardianship of the 
rough, the coarse, and unfeeling, who would consider her 
superiority only a fit mark for the brutal sneer or coarse 
jest, — spiteful, because so far beneath her, — what 
then ? " 

" 0, don't preach, Mary ! * Sufficient unto the day,* 
&c. Where *s my hat and shawl ? " said the impulsive 
woman. 



" This is our school-room, Mrs. Gray," said Miss Bet- 
Bey. * The children are all very comfortable and very 
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happy, as you see. It would be hard for one of them to 
leave me, I suppose; but I shall say * It is for the best,' 

if v<!u find one to your mind." 

31 rs. Gray glanced up and down the long rows of 
Itoiu lu'<, aiul her artistic eye failed to be favorably im- 
j»rt\<>e<l with the little cropped heads and bolster-like 
ioiiiis, swathed up in factory gingham; and she was just 
11^ out retiring, di.>appointed, when her eye caught sight 
of " Lily." A quick, bright flush came to her cheek, and 
her eve kindled, as she stood before her. 

The vigil of the night previous had exhausted the little 
croaturo. Her knitting lay upon the floor, her email 
hands had fallen liistlcssly on her lap, her head resting 
lovingly on the shoulder of her next neighbor. Her long 
la^h(\s wore damp with tears that still trembled on her 
check ; her silken hair, spite of Miss Betsey, had formed 
it>elf in little rings about her temples; and the careless 
grace of her attitude, notwithstanding her unbecoming 
dress, was a study for a painter. 

"Will you go with this lady?" said the prim Miss 
Bct<cy, as the startled child unclosed her eyes at the 
t(tu<'h iA^ tliose skeleton fingers. Lily brushes her hand 
ai ro<s her cyc\>5, as if bewildered with the sweet face 
before hor, and not ([uite sure that she is not dreaming. 
*' .My mother smiled at me so," said she, musingly, as she 
slid her little hand into Mrs. Gray'a. 
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At the side of a ribhly canopied bed, kneels our little 
Lilj. " Please Ood bless mj new mamma, and let her 
go to heaven with me." Mrs. Gray stands concealed 
behind the curtain. Her lip quivers, her eyes fill ; she 
has never prayed that prayer for herself! She struggles 
a moment with her pride, then, gliding forward, she 
kneeb by the side of the little petitioner, and says, " Let 
us pray together, Lily." 

And days, and months, and years glide by, and Lily 
grows more beautiful every day, in the sunshine of love, 
unspoiled by prosperity. The gay world has lost its 
power to charm the mother ; her ear is deaf to the voice 
of adulation, for she has taken an angel to ber bosom, and 
in that pure presence, she looks shuddering back upon 
long, wasted years of frivolity, and blesses God " that a 
little child " hath " led her." 

But Lily's mission now is over. The bright hectic 
glows with fearful brilliancy on that marble cheek. The 
eyes are bright with a fire that is fast consuming her. 
Mother and child ! knit together by a spiritual birth, how 
shall they part now ? '* Earth is still fair ; Heaven is 
fairer ! " whispers Lily. 

*< Anns empty of her child she lifts. 
With spirit onbereaTen, — 
God wiU not take back aU his gifts, 
Mj lily *§ mine in heaven. 
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Btfll mine, — mi>»rari j||N*. 

Not girea tq aaothcTp ' 
The crystol l)wt,Uw %iBt bctwMn 

The KnUa of efa'flil uid'BQther. 



Well done of Ood to biiv* th« lol^ 
And girt hmMjl/^ nnt^amU ' 

To ui, the MBp^ iMin uid eoi ; 
To hor« tiJM hMKrcn*! eomptoUiMM. 

To ofl, tUi grmra ; to her, the rcrni 

The mjstiD pftlm trees iprinf fai ; 
To ni, the lilenoe in the houM ; 

To her» tha choral glngbv • 

'■. ■. . 
For her, to f^bdden la Qed's Tiew |. 

For 00, to hope and bear oa ; 
Grow, Lilj, la thj garden new, 

Beiide the Row of Shaitn t " 



NO FICTION. 

The last ray of sunlight &ded from Helen Gray*s attic 
window, as she folded the coarse garment upon which 
she had toiled, unceasingly, since daylight. Leaning her 
head wearily upon the window-sill, her eyes rested upon 
the large house opposite. A servant had just drawn 
aside the rich curtains at the bidding of his mistress. 
With what a queenly grace the Lady Emma reclined 
upon that blue satin fautcuil ! How softly the light 
fell upon braided hair, fair brow, and soft, dark eyes ! 
Passing well those rare gems became her slender fingers ! 
Helen's eyes noted it all, even to the rich vases, and 
glittering harp, and sweet pictures. "Beauty and wealth, 
and wedded love!'* she sighed, as she closed the case- 
ment, — that must be happiness. 

Helen rose the next morning, restless and miserable; her 
little room seemed to have contracted and grown darker ; 
her work looked coarser and more repulsive. She looked 
at her hands, they were slender and delicate, — like 
Lady Emma's; — her brown hair was parted over as fair 
a brow ; the coarse robe which necessity compelled her 
to wear covered limbs as round and symmetrical. 

ir 
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" ! why not some of the pain to hflr, and mam of flio 
joy to me ? " she munniired, M rebeUkoi tem fined 
thcmselycs through her deader laiheiL 

Short-sighted Lily ! 

It is midnight. Tho Ledy Bnuaft rite alone in her 
room, with unhanded hair, nn^idled robe, and swoUea 
eyelids. Costly gema and liok robea lie there unheeded; 
her small foot ia half-boried in die tluok, rich eaxpet 
Everywhere the eye seea Inzinyv and in the midflt a 
broken-heart ! She haa U^ed to see him who itood by 
her side at Ood'a altar, and wlio promiaed there to **pRh 
tect and cherish her," peneoate her with the maliee of a 
fiend. In no point of a wift*a daty haa ihe fldled toward 
him ; but when she is preaent he ia oreilooked; he eannot 
forgive her mental Boperiority* Honey, fliat he thoo^ 
would buy him rets9>eet and deftraioe, haa but made move 
glaring his mental defideneiea, and eaxelem in hie xerenge 
that the slanders he aeta in eironlatioD, will, if believed, 
dishonor as well the ciroolator aa hiaTietim, he atopa short 
of no underhand basenem to aenoinpliA hie pupoae. 

He would rob her, if he ooold, of vriiat ia dearer to a 
woman than life itself, -—her good name. He wonld 
make it — by an mueen agenoy— a gibe» a aneer, a 
taunt, wherever her feet afaall paae. For ihia pupoae^ 
her escritoire has been rifled in her abaeneOb — prmte 
letters nnsaocefisfhlly ^emaed, whik^ beftre God, he 
knows her to be spotleady iwaitmk Hank n^fiM Mm 
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the color from her lips, as he enters the house; the 
rou^ grasp of the delicate arm, contempt in the presence 
of servants, and the accorsed sneer in the presence of a 
boon companion, giving encouragement to bandy the 
sacred name of wife with treacherous lips, have all been 
added. What human ear is a safe receptacle for such 
fireside treachery ? And this is the Lady Emma's happi- 
ness! 

O, dry those envious tears, sweet Lily ! and know that 
it is the lofty oak, in its beauty and glory, that is riven 
by the lightning stroke; while the humble violet 
breathes out its little day of sweetness in unmolested 
peace. 



INCIDENT AT MOTNT AUBUEN. 



A voTniut liail biJ her ibrling b the oarlli. Haoj 
mothers have doDs this ; it is au «v«r;-diijr o 
Aljriads of little sculptured forms hav« been tlius Ini^ V 
rest, with hiinding tears, — like little Mary, 

Frioads and acquuintnDcu uiiitimpaDj ttteni to " 
narrow door," and there they Icavo tlmm. Not m (i 
mother! Ah! there is an ctnptj nrili iu tl 
there is an nntenHnlcd chnir at the table; there I 
liitle frocks hanging up in the wurilr»bu ) ihnre tm IieI^ 
WorD shoea about, with lliu impre^ of n chulitij' I 
foot; there is a little, nsele^^ straw hat to the cfilr; 
there are toys Umt have borne tta weurur kjtp|>jr u 
psny ; there ore little aistors left, — and they are 1( 
But, 0, not lite the dead ! It was lite first-liorn, k 
every mother who reads this will undersUind the Im»|^ 
and breadth, and leugth and depth of that word. In a 
the wide earth there ia no spot so dear to her «* tl 
little uiouud that coverB her child, and she wcepa and ] 
Bhudders when the cold wind sweeps past at night, and I 
would fain warm ila ehilJod limbs in Iho familiar resting- 1 
plaoe. She kaovrs the oasket is rifled of the gem, but j 
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the eye of faith is blind with tears, and she would make 
her home at its grave, and would not, if she could, divest 
herself of the idea that such companionship would mako 
that ** long, last sleep " more peaceful. 

So felt my bereaved friend, Emma , and the 

watchful love of her husband provided her a temporary 
home near the grave of little Mary. The rough gardener 
would draw his hand across his eyes, as he passed her 
every morning, at early dawn, sitting by that little head- 
stone, crowning her child with the flowers she loved 
best ; while the uplifted finger and softened tread of the 
stranger testified his mute sympathy. 

One evening she expressed a desire to go in after the 
"gates were closed." She was so restlessly miserable that 
it seemed a cruelty to deny her, and we effected an 
entrance through a broken palisade. Amid that silent 
company we were alone ! The stars shone on as brightly 
as when the rayless eyes beneath had looked lovingly and 
hopefully upon their radiance. The timid little birds 
fluttered under the leaves as we passed. The perfume 
of a thousand flowers was borne past us on the night 
breeze. In that spiritual atmosphere earth seemed 
to dwindle, and the spirit, like a caged bird, beat 
against the bars of its prison-house, and longed to try 
its pinions in a freer air. There was an unearthly 
expression on Emma's face which recalled me to myself. 
I gently drew her away from the grave, but no persua- 
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rion ooold induce her to leave the cemetery. Her cheek 
was as pale as a snow-wreath, but we wandered on — on 
— till, reaching a low seat, beneath the trees, she wearilj 
leaned her head upon my shoulder, and we sat silently 
down. 

Listen ! Distinctly, a sweet, childish voice rings out 
upon the still air : " Mother ! mother ! " Emma started 
to her feet, — clasping me tightly, — with lips apart, and 
eyes fixed in the direction of the sound. Neither spoke ; 
and, though I am no believer in the supernatural, my 
limbs tottered under me. With trembling finger, Emma 
silently pointed in an opposite direction. It was no 
illusion ! There was a little figure, in white, gleaming 
through the darkness, with outstretched arms, and snowy 
robe, and flowing hair! "Mother! mother!" As it 
approached nearer, Emma fell heavily to the ground. 

It was long before she recovered from the shock ; and 
yet, dear reader, the solution of the mystery is simple. 
Her youngest child, escaping from its bed, and the 
charge of a careless nurse, had started, with child- 
hood's fearless confidence, to seek us in the dim laby- 
rinthine paths of the cemetery. 

Ah, little Minnie ! After all, it was " an angel " that 
we saw, "robed in white," with that shining hair and 
seraph face ! 



A SUNDAY MORNING SOLIL- 

OQUY. 

I WONDER if one could n't stay at home from church 
to-day ? I 'ye a threatening of a headache, — it 's un- 
comfortably hot, — it *s a trouble to dress. It would be so 
much more comfortable to sit here in this cool room, with 
closed blinds, en dishalfille, than to encounter this hot, 
August sun, and sit down among a handM of people, and 
listen, perchance, to some inanimate preacher, who would 
drawl out the hymns very much as an ignorant nursery- 
maid might repeat melodies to a sleepy child. 

Now, here 's a nice book to read, — newspapers, too ; 
and there 's that seductive little rocking-chair. 0, 1 11 
stay at home ! No I won't ; it 's a bad habit. I alwayn 
feel happier if I go to church. I always come home, 
wishing I was more of a saint and less of a sinner. The 
little trifles and vexations of every-day life dwindle when 
viewed from Mount Calvary. One thinks tearfully of 
the hasty word, when its meek Sufferer is mentioned ! 
Ah ! we have need of all these helps to arrest the tide 
of world! iness which rushes over our spirits through the 
week. The stupidest preacher utters some truths. If 
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the messenger have a stammering tongoe, 111 diiiik mm 
of his errand and the Master who sent him. 

If there are but a handful of people, the more need I 
should not stay away. Yes, I 'U go, and 1 11 go to the 
poor man's church, where the pale AeA of labor is not 
flushed with embarrassment as the robe of plenty sweeps 
past ; where, side by side, as they sboold, kneel mistress 
and maid, in God's presence, of one day. Hie prayeiw 
book, which has been handled by the statesman, passes 
through the toil-hardened bands of bis servant, lliank 
God, one day in the week be oan realise bia soul is of as 
much >^lue as his master's ! How soothing is that solemn 
chant ! How impressiye the words of " Life ! " How 
blessed is the influence of the Sabbath ! 

And so, with chastened spiriti, wo retom borne ; and 
the little creature who holds my band, says, naiTely,— • 
** Aunty, I liked that sermon ; it seemed just like a 
hymn ! " An older bead nuj^t less grapbioally haT« 
described the poet preaober'i disoonrse. 




LITTLE ALLIE. 

The day was gloomy and chill. At the freshly-opened 
grave stood a little, delicate girl of five years, the only 
mourner for the silent heart beneath. Friendless, hope- 
less, homeless, she had wept till she had no more t^^ars to 
ahed, and now she stood, with her scanty clothing flutter- 
ing in the chill wind, pressing her little hands tightly over 
her heart, as if to still its beating. 

" It 's no use fretting," said the rough man, as ho 
Btamped the last shovelful of earth over all the child 
had left to love. " Fretting won't bring dead folks to 
life. Pity you had n't got no ship's cousins somewheres, 
to take you. It 's a tough world, this ere, I tell ye. I 
don't see how ye 're going to weather it. Guess I '11 take 
ye round to Miss Fether bee's ; she 's got a power of chil- 
dren, and wants a hand to help her ; so come along. If 
you cry enough to float the ark, it won't do you no good." 
AHie obeyed him mechanically, turning her head every 
few minutes to take another look where her mother lay 
buried. 

The morning sun shone in upon an under-ground kitch- 
en in the crowded city. Mrs. Fetherbee, attired in a gay- 
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colored calico dress, with any quantity of tinsel jewelry, 
sat sewing some showy cotton lace on a cheap pocketp 
handkerchief. A boy of five years was disputing with a 
little girl of three, about an apple ; — from big words 
they had come to hard blows; and peace was finally 
declared, at the price of an orange apiece and a stick 
of candy, — each combatant " putting in " for the 
biggest 

Poor Allie, with pale cheeks and swollen eyelids, was 
staggering up and down the floor, under the weight of a 
mammoth baby, who was amusing himself, by pulling out 
at intervals little handMs of her hair. 

" Quiet that child, can't ye ? " said Mrs. Fetherbee, in 
no very gentle tone. **I don't wonder the darling is 
cross to see such a solemn face. You must get a little 
life into you somehow, or you won't earn the salt to your 
porridge, here. There, I declare, you've half put his 
eyes out with those long curls, dangling round. Come 
here, and have 'em cut off ; they don't look proper for a 
charity child ;" and she glanced at the short, stubby 
crops on the heads of the little Fetherbees. 

Allie's lip quivered, as she said, *^ Mother used to love 
to brush them smooth every morning. She said they were 
like little dead sister's ; — please don't ! " said she^ 
beseechingly. 

" But I tell you I do please to cut 'em off; so th/ere 's 
an end of that ! " said she, as the severed ringlets fell im 
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a flhinfng lieap on the kitchen floor. " And do» for crea- 
tion's sake, stop talking about * dead ' folks ; — and now 
eat your break&st, if jou want it. I forgot you had n't 
had any. There 's some of the children's lefl ; if you 're 
hungry, it will go down ; and if you ain't, you can go 
without" 

Poor Allie ! The daintiest morsel would n't have 
" gone down." Her eyes filled with tears that would n't 
be forced back, and she sobbed out, ** I must cry, if you 
beat me for it, my heart pains me so bad." 

« H-i-t-y, T-i-t-y ! What 's all this ? " said a broad- 
faoed, rosy milkman, as he set his shining can down on 
the kitchen table. " What 's all this. Miss Fetherbee ^ 
I 'd as lief eat pins and needles as hear a child cry. 
Who is she ? " pointing at Allie, " and what 's the mat- 
ter of her ? " 

" Why, the long and the short of it is, she 's a poor 
pauper that we \e taken in out of charity, and she 's 
crying at her good luck, — that 's all," said the lady, with 
a vexed toss of her head. *^ That 's the way benevolence 
is always rewarded. Nothing on earth to do here, but 
tend the baby, and amuse the children, and run to the 
dDor, and wash the dishes, and dust the furniture, and 
tidy the kitchen, and go of a few errands. Ungrateful 
little baggage ! " 

Jemmy's heart was as big as his fieurm, and that cov- 
•red considerable ground. Glancing pitifiilly at the lit- 
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tie weeper, he said, skilfiillv, "Tliat child 's going to h(f 
<\r\i, Mi>c? Fethorbeo, and then what are you going to do 
w.:!i h».T ? Bo.-i'lv-, >be 's too young to he of much use 
t • V M. Y«..u J I'cttor let me txike her." 

• ^V. ;, I >hnuM III wonder if you was half right," said 
i!:- '. ...t' lit] woman. "She's been trouble enough, 
•J..:-,:-\y. I li L'ivL' Ikt a * quit-claim.' " 

•Will vuu g') with me, little maid?" said Jemmy, 
with :i i'li^'lit, irool-natured smile. 

• li y.u j.lva.M-," .said Allie, laying her little hand con- 
li'lli!::!}- in his ri'iigh palm. 

• Sit up clusLT,*' said Jenuny, as he put one arm round 
Irt, to .-toady her fragile figure, as they rattled over the 
hi. ny pavomint. ''We shall soon be out of this smoky 
oil 1 ity. C\)iis;irn it I — I always feel as if I was poisoned 
cvtiy time I come into town. And then we 'U see what 
hwcct hny-lields, and new milk, and clover blossoms, and 
kind hcnrts, will do for you, you poor little plucked 
(hit ken I AVhcro did you come from when yon came to 
live with that old Jezebel ?" 

" h'roni my mntherV grave ! " said Allie. 

" Tnor thinir! — poor thing!*' said Jemmy, wiping 
aw.iv a tear with his coat-sleeve. "Well, never mind. 
1 wi.-!i I had n't asked you. I 'm always running my 
head airiu' a beam. Do you like to feed chickens, hey? 
l>id you ever milk a cow, or ride on top a hay-cart, or 
go a berrying ? Do you love bouncing red apples, and 
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peaches as big as your fist ? It shall go hard if you 
don't have 'em all. What 's come of your hair, child ? 
Have you had your head shaved ? " 

" Mrs. Fetherhee cut it off," said Allie. 

" The old vixen ! I wish I 'd come in a little quicker. 
Was it your curls them young 'uns was playing with ? 
Well, never mind," said he, looking admiringly at the 
sweet face before him ; *< you don't need 'em ; and they 
might get you to looking in the glass oftener than was 
good for you." 

"Well, here we are, I declare; — and there stands 
my old woman in the door-way, shading her eyes 
from the sun. I guess she wonders where I raised 
you ! " 

" Look here, Betsey ; do you see this child ? The 
earth is fresh on her mother's grave ! She has neither 
kith nor kin. I 've brought her from that old skinflint 
of a Fetherbce's, and here she is. If you like her, it 's 
well and good ; and if you don't, she '11 stay here just 
the same. But I know you will ! " said he, coaxingly, 
as he passed his brawny arm round her capacious waist. 
And now get her something that will bring the color to 
her cheeks ; for, mind you, I '11 have no white slaves on 
my farm ! " 

How sweetly Allie's little, tired limbs rested in the fra- 
grant lavendered sheets ! A tear lingered on her cheek, 
but its birth was not of sorrow. Jemmy pointed it out 
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to liiB wife, as they stood looking at her before retixing 
to rest. 

'^ Never forget it, Betsey ! " said he. ** Harsh words 
ain't for the motherless. May (jod forget me, if she ever 
hears one from my lips I " 



THE FLIRT; 



OB, THE UNVAITHVUL LOYSB. 



Kate Stanlet was a brilliant, sparkling brunette. 
"Woe to the rash youth who exposed his heart to her 
fascinations ! If he were not annihilated by the witch- 
ing glance of her bright eye, he would be sure to be 
caught by the dancing dimple that played "hide-and- 
seek*' so roguishly in her rosy cheek, or the little, 
rounded waist that supported her faultless bust, or the 
tiny feet that crept, mice-like, in and out from under the 
sweeping folds of her silken robe. 

I am sorry to say Miss Kitty was an arrant coquette. 
She angled for hearts with the skill of a practised sports- 
man, and was never satisfied till she saw them quivering 
and bleeding at her feet ; then, they might flounce and 
flutter, and twist and writhe at their leisure, — it was no 
further concern of hers. She was off for a new subject. 

One fine morning she sat listlessly in her boudoir, 
tapping one little foot upon the floor, and sighing for a 
new sensation, when a note was handed her. It ran 
thus : 
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" Dear Kittt : — Our little cottage home ia lookiiig 
loTclj, this 'leafy June.' Are jou not weary of citj 
life? Come and spend a month with us, and refresh 
heart and body. You will find nothing artificial here, 
save yourself! * Yours, 

" Nelly." 

" Just the thing," said Kitty. " But the girl must be 
crazy, or intolerably vain, to bring me into such close 
contact with her handsome lover. I might as well try 
to stop breathing as to stop flirting ; and the country, of 
all places, for a flirtation ! The girl must be non compos. 
However, it's her own affair, not mine ;" and she glanced 
triumphantly at her beautiful face, and threaded her 
jewelled fingers through her long ringlets, and conquered 
him — in imagination ! 

" When do you expect your friend ? " said a laughing 
young girl to Nelly. " From the descriptions I have had 
of her, your bringing her here will be something akin to 
the introduction of Satan into Paradise. You would not 
find me guilty of such a folly, were I engaged to your 
handsome Fitz. Now you know, Nelly dear, that al- 
though you are fascinating and intellectual, you have no 
pretensions to beauty, and there are few men who prize 
a gem, unless it is handsomely set, however great its 
value. Now be warned in time, and send him off on r 
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pilgrimage, till her visit is over. I won*t bet on his 
constancy ! " 

"On the contrary," said Nelly, as she rose slowly 
from the little couch where she was reclining, and her 
small figure grew erect, and her large eyes lustrous, "I 
would marry no man who could not pass through such an 
ordeal and remain true to me. I am, as you see, hopeless- 
ly plain and ungraceful ; yet, from my earliest childhood, 
I have been a passionate worshipper of beauty. I never 
expected to win love ; I never expected to marry ; and 
when Fitz, with all his glorious beauty, sued for my hand, 
I could not convince myself that it was not all a bewil- 
dering dream. It was such a temptation to a heart so 
isolated as mine; and eloquently it pleaded for itself! 
When I drank in the music of his voice, I said, * Surely 
I must be lovely in his eyes ; else why has he sought 
me?' Then, in my solitary moments, I said, sadly, 
* There are none to dispute the prize with me here. He 
is deceiving himself. He has mistaken his own heart.' 
Then, again, I would ask myself, ^Can nothing but beauty 
win a noble heart ? Are all my intellectual gifts value- 
less ? ' And still, Fitz, unable to understand my contra- 
dictory moods, passionately urged his suit. It needed 
not that waste of eloquence ; my heart was already cap- 
tive. And now, by the intensity of that happiness of 
which I know myself to be capable, I will prove him. 

Kate's beauty, — Kate's witchery, shall be the test ! K 

18 
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ki5 heart romaiDs loyal to me, I am his. If not/' — and 
hor ohook grow pale, and large tears gathered slowly in 
hor eves — "I have saved myself a deeper misery ! " 

Fiti Al'.an had "travelled;" and that is generally 
u'. urstt'Od to moan to go abroad and remain a period 
of liiLio '.vii;: onouirh to grow a fierce beard, and fiercer 
r. ..-:.a1u'. aua cultivate a thorough contempt for every- 
:':•:: in your own country. This was not true of Fitz 
A .:r.i. It had only bound him the more closely to home 
a:. 1 tVionvls. His splendid person and cultivated manners 
l:...i \ oon a letter of recommendation to him in cultivated 
.-vv ;i :y. lie was no fop, and yet he was fully aware of 
1 1.0-0 J or<onal advantages. What handsome man is not? 
Ho had trophies of all kinds, to attest his skilM general- 
,-Viij' : such as dainty satin slippers, tiny kid gloves, faded 
rv^^o^, riuirlets of all colors, ebony, flaxen and auburn, and 
liJ:.L"tr!c without limit. 

Happy Fitz ! What spell bound him to the plain, but 
lovable Nelly? A nature essentially feminine; a refined, 
oultlvatod taste ; a warm, passionate heart. Did he 
ronionil or, when he listened to that most musical of 
imisioal voices, and sat hour after hour, magnetized by 
its rare witchery, as it glanced gracefully and skilfully 
i'i(*!u one topic to another, that its possessor had not the 
grace and beauty of a Hebe or a Venus ? 

It was a bright, moonlight evening. Fitz and Nelly 
were seated in the little rustic parlor, opening upon the 
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ptaoa. The moon shone full upon Kate, as she stood in 
the low doorway. Her simple white dress was confined 
at the waist by a plain silken cord« Her fair white 
dioulders rose graceMly from the snowy robe. Her 
white arms, as they were crossed upon her breast, or 
raised above her head to catch playfully the long tendrils 
of the woodbine, as the wind swept them past her fore- 
head, gleamed fair in the moonlight ; and each and all 
had their bewildering charm. She seated herself upon 
the low door-step. Song afler song was borne upon the 
air. Her eyes now flashing with the enthusiasm of an 
improyisatrice ; then, soft, and lustrous, and liquid, and 
— dangerous ! Nelly's heart beat quick ; a deep crim- 
son spot glowed upon her cheek, and, for once, she was 
beautiful. 

Kate, apparently, took but little notice of the lovers ; 
but not an expression that flitted across the fine face of 
Fitz Allan passed unnoticed by her. And she said, 
proudly, to herself, ** I have conquered him ! " 

And so the bright summer month passed by, and they 
rambled through the cool woods, and rode through the 
winding paths, aud sang to the quiet stars in the dim, 
dewy evening. 

" Fie, Mr. Fita Allan ! What would Nelly say, to see 
you kneeling here at my feet? You forget," said the 
gay beauty, mockingly curling her rosy lip, "that you 
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FERN GLEN. 

'* I lore God, and eyery little child.*' — Richtib. 

A VERY nice old gentleman is Uncle Peter! Wlio 
minds if he does live in a rickety old house ? Who ever 
stops to think that the cut of his coat may have been 
borrowed from Noah's tailor ? Who cares if he does 
cook his own food, and do his own waiting and tending ? 
What if he docs turn his head the other way when he 
Bees a bonnet, with a woman under it ? There is a tender 
place somewhere in his heart, or he would not be afraid 
of them ! Well, never mind that. Where do the kites, 
and bats, and balls, and bows, and arrows, and sleds, all 
come from, for half the urchins in the village, if not from 
Uncle Peter ? Are not those capacious pockets of his 
filled with nuts and checkerberries, and apples,- and 
maple sugar, till the seams burst ? Has he not been 
driving round all this blessed morning, to hunt up every- 
thing in the shape of a child, to take tea with him this 
afternoon ? 

A handsome old man is Uncle Peter ! They say he has 
been " cnmed in love." Pity it did not happen oftener, 
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then, I say, if it would make other people like him! 
There he stands, in the midst of his lilacs and laburnums, 
as simple, and child-like, and young at heart, as if the 
snows of age had not long since crowned his head. The 
birds peep curiously out from the tiny house he has 
leased to them, and Uncle Peter taxes them only for — 
suii<^s. 

There they come — the children — head-over-heels ! 
No fear of scowls, or frowns, or boxed ears, or birchen 
rod, at Fern Glen. On they come ! — a merry troop, 
with shining cheeks, bright eyes, and clean pinafores. 
llosy Tom, laughing Ellen, timid Fanny, pensive Laura, 
queenly Kate, modest Mary, romping Kuth, — ay. Uncle 
IV^ter ! " May you play with the hay ? To be sure, 
you little monkey ; — did n't I have it cut on purpose ? " 
Is n't that a pretty sight, now ? See that little curly- 
head emerging from the hay-heap ! With what a pretty 
grace she shakes out those long ringlets, and smooths her 
tunil)led dress with those little, fiit hands. Now she is in 
Uncle Peter's arms, as much at home as if she had been 
cradled there all her life. 'T is spring and autumn ! 
The little, rosy lips are held temptingly up for a kiss. 
Uncle I^eter's eyes moisten. There is a stone in yonder 
churchyard, that covers a heart the child has lain 
beneath. The blue eyes, that look so lovingly in hisi 
have borrowed their hue from those now so dark and 
rayless. The mother smiles again apon the solitary man. 



s 
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He holds little Nelly closer to his heart; — the wide 
earth contains nothing for him so precious as the love of 
that sweet child. Uncle Peter thanks God there is no 
trace, on lip, or cheek, or brow, of him who won the 
mother's love but to break her heart. But no more 
reyeries, if you please, Uncle Peter ! Curious eyes have 
been peeping through that vine-clad bower, at the " good 
things" spread upon that rustic table. Strawberries, 
red and tempting as childhood's lip ; cakes, that only 
Uncle Peter could conjure up ; sugar-plums and candy, 
from Betty Prim's thread-and-needle store; sweet milk 
from steady old Brindle ; crispy little crackers for cun- 
ning little mouths, and a bunch of wood violets for each 
little plate. 

And now the dimpled hands are reverently folded, and 
laughing eyes grow serious, for good old Uncle Peter can- 
not forget to thank ** Our Father " for daily bread and 
for the sweet solace of childhood's love. And soon the 
table is cleared, as if scoured by a party of squirrels ; and 
what cannot be eaten is stowed away in little pockets, for 
future use. They all gather round Uncle Peter, and 
every story he tells is ** prime," and better than the one 
that went before. There are no captious critics in his 
audience, you may be sure ! Little Nelly is nestled in his 
arms ; the dimple in her rosy cheek has ceased to play ; 
the long lashes lay wearily over the violet eyes, and the 
silver locks of age mingle lovingly with childhood's sonny 
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ringlets, as her little head droops on his shoulder 
The rest of the merry troop all say, "Good-night, good- 
night ;" still there sit Uuclo Peter and Nelly. Hie old 
crono who has eharcre of her, cares little how long she 
iiU\\< ut Fern (Ilun ; aud the wretched father, in his reck- 
k s.-ne>s, >sillingly forgets the angel whose pure presence 
is a living rebuke to his vices ; so Uncle Peter watches 
the flush deepen on that little cheek, and thinks, dream- 
ily, of the past, and wishes he might never part with his 
little treasure. 



Beautiful as a poet's vision was Nelly on her eigh- 
teenth birth-day. Peter's wish had been granted, — the 
treasure was his. The death of the father had left her 
to the only heart which loved her, and for years she has 
been the sun.shine of Fern Glen. It was she who placed 
the arm-chair under the old elm, when the sun was 
declining. It was her round arm which supported the 
trembling limits of the aged man to his accustomed rest- 
ing-place. It was she who smoothed the silver locks on 
his aged temples. It was her voice, whose sweet carol 
Avoke him to the enjoyment of another happy day. It was 
her hand which held the cooling draught to his lips; and 
there was not a moment when his eye did not linger with 
a blessing upon the light figure that flitted like an angel 
visitant before him. 
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" And 80 you will leave your old uncle, and marry this 
fine gentleman ? " said old Peter, as he pushed back the 
clustering hair from her blushing face. 

" Never, never, dear uncle ! " said the young girl, as 
she laid her rosy cheek caressingly to his withered face. 
" Naught but death shall part thee and me ! " 



In one comer of Fitz Roy's travelling carriage Uncle 
Peter was snugly ensconced with his staff and his snuff- 
box, — the simple villagers crowding round, to take a 
last look of him and '^ The Kose of Fern Glen ;" and 
many a little brimlcss hat went up in the air, as a &re- 
well salute to " dear old Uncle Peter, God bless him ! " 



MINNIE. 



" I wrm I oould extnei the aaorct of Minnie's hiip* 
piness," said t!ie kngitiil Mra. Orey, m alie lounged 
upon Ihe 8ofu. " Sucli a worlJ of Irouble od she lias 
had, first and Inst, — enough to umiilillatu n doKQ 
women; yet, hUo is quite embonpoint, nod ut^ruys >uuil< 
ing and jojous. Well dreseed, — uoiiodj knows how, , 
— never troubling hor head about what thi*, or that, 
or the otlifet person Bsya ; — flitting round, bee-fashion, 
gnthering only honey. I declare, she 's beyond my pen* 
eiration to sound, Sliaa Pruo Pry made a Bpecial 
errund over there, tlie olier day. to toll her' sonietliii^ 
tliat ought to have worried her hslf to death ; but I 
don't believe she heard half she said ; or, if she did, it 
did n't move her any. She id Donl«Dt«d aoywherc, wkOe 
I am ennuyed to death." 

Ah, Sirs. Grey, Minnie ainga with the poet, " M;^ 1 
mind to me a kingdom is ! " Your eye is qniek td ^ 
detect a camel'a huir »hawl, a mock diamond, or a ruin* 
oua !aee. You know the damage of an urholaterer'a 
permit to remodel and drapery your parlors; the very 
liist new mode for loilctto; who is, and who is not, of 
the charmed " upper t«a," and how to graduate your 
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bows accordingly. You understand "keeping trades- 
people in their proper place," and never make a mistake 
in selecting the shade of a silk, or a ribbon. You were 
brought up with an eye to " an establishment," and jou 
have fulfilled jour destiny ! 

Minnie, the happy Minnie, lives in a world of her own 
creating, and peoples it to her own taste. Sunshine and 
rainbows come at her bidding. Poor, yet rich ! '* Her 
mind to her a kingdom is ! " A golden-tinted cloud, a 
whispering zephyr, a twinkling star, a silver moon-beara, 
a rippling wave, a child's carol, a bird's song, a dewy 
flower ! Behold Minnie's dower ! 

Ah, Mrs. Grey, you never closed your world-dazzled 
eyes to listen to fairy whispers ; you never walked with 
shadowy forms invisible to other eyes ; you never heard 
music inaudible to other ears ; you never shed deli- 
cious, happy tears at the magnetic bidding of minstrel 
or poet! These charmed lines are written in an un- 
known tongue to you ! 

" Take, 0, boatman, thrice thy fee, — 
Take, I give it willingly ; 
For, invisible to thee, 
Spirit* ttoain have crossed teiih me /*' 

And 80, smile on, joyous Minnie ! Your alchemist 
touch turns dross to gold. Your altar-flame shall never 
die out ; — the star you gaze at shall never dim. Sing 
<' Eureka ! " Minnie. 



SWEET'BBIAB FABM. 

**Deab father, I am to rfok of briflk and BWitel 
Haye pity on me, and exile ae lo Ad woodii lAere I MA 
hear the birds sing, and ealok a ifimfm cf Um iUm tfid 
green fields." 

'* Can't spare joo, EjHj,** mU dd Mr. KiOM. 
^'Wlio'll attend to mj gott^ oU tM; uA keep Al 
flies away when I tike iqr mf; and keiid ae Bf 
cane ? And whom alieU I kNHi OB lAm I go to inSkt 
And who '11 read me the ttw wp e p e r — >peBftiai «ai ell— 
over mj coffee ? And wkal iriD eD yov favm de^ IMe 
puss ?" 

'* Let her go," chimed fai dtiff, iMMltr, dheerM Aa* 
Mary; «' I 'U take care of JOQ. Ltl ker ilqr tiD Ai ii 
sick of it ; and, as to the * bfven^* tiiij Bwl teke eeie eC 
themselves." 



" Wife," said Farmer Um%, to Im ■« eeiiig i 
bowl of bread and milk el tiirkiMMl lrid% « l>WMa 

letter from Cousin Walter, tad I* mili Mi, 1 *' "'" *' "^ **" 
come and make us a "rimt?* 
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" She can't come,'' said Mrs. Moore, in a peevish tone. 
^ I hate these city folks, with their thin shoes and fine 
manners, and flouDced dresses and furbelows. She'd 
set me distracted with her airs. What did jou tell 
him?" 

*' I told him to send her along," said blunt old Uncle 
Tim, setting his bowl down with an extra flourish, as if 
he had quite made up his mind on the subject. 

Aunt Betsey Moore drew a long sigh, as if she was 
regularly victimized. She was an inefficient, dawdling, 
nervous, fidgety woman, taking no interest either in 
house or farm; always fancying herself "just gone" 
with some incurable complaint ; exacting, peevish and 
fretful ; making everybody as uncomfortable as herself. 
Uncle Tim bore it like a philosopher, availing himself of 
every stray gleam of sunshine which shone across his 
path, among which Kitty was brightest. His heart 
turned to love, like a flower to the sunlight, and his 
cheerfulness brought its own reward. His two sons, 
Jonathan and Pete, had brought themselves up, and 
were straight-limbed, strong-minded, "go-ahead" speci- 
mens of Yankecism, profoundly ignorant of the last 
D' Or say cravat tie, and quite benighted as to the most 
fashional)le cut for dress coats and pantaloons ; more 
learned in hay-making than in Greek and Latin ; and 
quite well satisfied with the rustic Yenuses which graced 
the village church of a Sunday. They made it their 
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that must be Uncle Tim coming up the lane with the 
hay-cart! I do love to ride on a haj-cart." And 
awaj she bounded to meet him. Pete looked after 
her in a sort of amazed bewilderment, and wished 
he was as old as his father when he saw her kiss him ! 
Uncie Tim was delighted with his niece, and even Aunt 
Betsey's muscles began to relax when Kitty insisted 
on turning out tea and waiting on her uncle. The 
next morning she was up with the lark, had sketched 
the great tree under the window, trained a stray rose- 
bush over the door-way, and taken a general survey of 
the premises, including the mysterious '* best parlor.'' 

When Uncle Tim came home, weary, to his dinner, 
Kitty handed him a glass of milk, cool and sweet ; brought 
him a basin to lave his hands and face, and then drew 
hun gently toward the best parlor. What a metamor- 
phosis ! The stiff green paper curtains had disappeared, 
and simple white muslin was gracefully looped in their 
place. A vase of wild flowers, exquisitely arranged, 
stood on the little table. A distorted drawing of '* Time 
with his scythe and hour-glass" was skilfully concealed 
under a frame of evergreen. The blinds were but par- 
tially closed, and every breeze wafted in a fragrant 
shower of rose-leaves ; and, better than all. Aunt Betsey 
sat in the comer, with her knitting and footstool to her 
mind, and something very like her old smile playing 
toond the corners of her mouth. 
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" I wish we could keep you here always," said Uncle 
Tim, as his brown hand rested on her white forehead. 
" You are a ray of sunshine yourself! " 

" I never '11 say any more agin city folks," said Aunt 
Betsey, " except that they are not all like Kitty." 

Days flew by like magic, and Kitty was here, and 
there, and everywhere ; skimming the ground like a 
swallow on the wing ; down in the meadow with Uncle 
Tim, " raking after ; " then in the bam with Pete, petting 
the pony ; now in the garden culling flowers ; then, with 
her dimpled arms bare, preparing some little dainty " for 
Uncle Tim's supper." Aunt Betsey forgot her "last 
complaint; " the boys grew fond of staying in the house, 
and Kitty had a general admiration for everything on 
the farm, down to the speckled chicken. Meanwhile, her 
city adorers grew desperate at her long absence, and one, 
more determined than the rest, made up his mind to try 
if his wooing would not be more prosperous in the country 
than in the city. A shrewd calculation, Mr. Frank! 
There were ugly, crooked stiles to be helped over! 
There were dim, fragrant old woods to traverse, in 
search of wild flowers ; there were cool, delicious sun- 
sets, and balmy, still moonlight evenings; and little 
Miss Kitty began to think Frank had " improved won- 
derfully ; " and that it would be very ridiculous for 
her to keep up stiff city manners at "Sweet Briar 
Farm." Uncle Tim saw " which way the wind blew," 
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tm he said, but wisely kept his own counsel ; and 
when Frank, proud and happy, drove off triumphantly 
with their pretty cousin, Pete and Jonathan both agreed 
that very nice, warm-hearted people might be " raised " 
even in the artificial atmosphere of a city. 

19 



'^TilE ANGEL-CniLD." 

LiTTLi: Miibcl hud no mother. She was slight, and 
Fwect, and fragile, like her type, the lily of the valley. 
Her little hand, as you took it in yours, seemed almost to 
melt in your elasp. She had large, dark eyes, whose 
dej'ths, with all your searching, you might fail to fathom. 
Her eheek was very pale, save when some powerful emo- 
tion lent it a passing flush ; her fair, open brow might 
have defied an angePs scrutiny ; her little footfall was 
noiseless as a falling snow-flake; and her voice was sweet 
and low as the last note of the bird ore it folds its head 
under its wing for nightly slumber. 

The house in which Mabel lived was largo and 
splendid. You would havo hesitated to crush with 
your foot the bright flowers on tho thick, rich carpet 
The rare old pictures on the walls wero marred by no 
envious cross-lights. Light and shade wero artistically 
disposed. Beautiful statues, which the sculptor, dream- 
inspired, had risen from a feverish couch to finish, lay 
bathed in the rosy light which streamed through the silken 
curtains. Obsequious seryants glided in and out, ib if 
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taught bj instinct to divine the unspoken wants of their 
mistress. 

I said the little Mabel had no mother ; and jet there 
was a lady, fair and bright, of whose beautiful lip, and 
large, dark eyes, and graceful limbs, little MabePs were 
the mimic counterpart. Poets, artists and sculptors had 
sung, and sketched, and modelled her charms. Nature 
had been most prodigal of adornment. There was only 
one little thing she had forgotten, — the Lady Mabel had 
no soul. 

Not that she forgot to deck little MabePs limbs with 
costliest &brics of most unique fashioning. Not that 
every shining ringlet on that graceful little head was not 
arranged, by Mademoiselle Jennet, in strict obedience to 
orders ; not that a large nursery was not fitted up luxuri- 
ously at the top of the house, filled with toys which its 
little owner nc^er cared to look at ; not that the Lady 
MabePs silken robe did not sweep, once a week, with a 
queenly grace through the apartment, to see if the mimio 
wardrobo provided for its little mistress fitted becom- 
ingly, or needed replenishing, or was kept in order by 
the smart French maid. Still, as I said before, the little 
Mabel had no mother ! 

See her, as she stands there by the nursery window, 
crushing her bright ringlets in the palm of her tiny hand. 
Her large eyes glow ; her cheek flushes, then pales ; now 
the little breast heaves ; for the gorgeous west is one sea 
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of molten gold. Each bright tint thrills her with strange 
rapture. She almost holds her breath, as thej deepen, 
then &de and die away. And now the last bright beam 
disappears behind the hills, and the sof\, gray twilight 
comes creeping on. Amid its deepening shadows, one 
bright star springs suddenly to its place in the heavens. 
Little Mabel cannot tell why the warm tears are coursing 
down her sweet face ; or why her limbs tremble, and her 
heart beats so fast ; or why she dreads lest the shrill voice 
of Mademoiselle Jennet should break the spell. She 
longs to soar, like a bird, or a bright angel. She had a 
nurse once, who told her " there was a God." She wants 
to know if He holds that bright star in lis place. She 
wants to know if heaven is a long way off, and if she 
shall ever be a bright angel ; and she would like to say a 
little prayer, her heart is so full, if she only knew how; 
but, poor, sweet little Mabel, — she has no mother ! 



NOT A "MODEL MINISTER." 

What a pity people will not fulfil their destiny, and 
stay in their own proper niche in this world's gallery ! 
Why will they mistake their vocation ? Now don't think 
this is a great portico before a little building, for the mat- 
ter I am about to speak of is a " crying evil." 

Yesterday was a beautiful Sunday, — just such a day 
as makes one feel devotional, whether or no ; — quiet and 
Btill, soft and balmy. Little children, — the flowers and 
poetry of life's wayside, — looking fresh and sweet as if 
the Saviour's hands had just blessed them ; and fathers 
and mothers, forgetting life's cares and turmoil, to look 
heavenward ; the dim, subdued light of the time-honored 
chapel ; the grand, solemn voluntary on the organ, — all 
were suggestive and impressive. The clergyman rose, 
and read that beautiful hymn, — 



** There is a land of pure delight. 



o 



Shade of "Watts ! — how it was murdered ! Commas, 
semicolons and periods, of no account at all. The per- 
spiration stood in drops on my forehead. I could have 
rushed through the eye of a needle, had I as many humps 
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"MEREY CHRISTMAS!— HAPPY 

CHRISTMAS!" 



How it flew from one laughing lip to another ! — trem- 
bling on the tongue of decrepitude ; lisped by prattling 
infancy, and falling like a funeral knell on the ear of the 
grief-stricken ! 

Little, busy feet were running to and &o, trumpeting 
the &me of *< good Santa Claus." The pretty blue-eyed 
maiden blushed, as she placed her Christmas gift on the 
betrothal finger. Yes, it might have been ten times 
oolder than it was, and nobody would have known it, 
everybody's heart was so warm. 

See that great house opposite ! How bright the fire- 
li^t falls on those rare old pictures ; on marble, and 
damadc, and gold and silver ! Now, they are decking 
a Christmas-tree. Never a diamond sparkled brighter 
than those children's eyes. 'T is all sunshine at the 
great house. 

Eoithleen sits at her low, narrow window. She sees it 
all. There are no pictures on her walls ; though she has 
known the time when they were decked with the rarest. 
There is nothing there, now, that the eye would look 
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twice upon, savo the fair, sad face of its inmate. Bat 
it is not of gilded splendor she is thinking. 

Last Christmas the wealth of a noble heart was laid 
at her feet Now she is written widow ! How brief a 
word to express such a far-reaching sorrow ! Walter 
and she were so happy. ** Only one voyage more, dear 
Katie, and then I will turn landsman, and stay with you 
on shore ;" and so Kathleen clmig, weeping, to his neck, 
and bade him a silent farewell. And since ! * * * 
O, how wearily pass time's leaden footsteps, to the watch- 
ful eye and the listening ear of love ! " Her eyes were 
with her heart, and that was far away." 

Day after day crept on. Then came, at last, these 
crushing words, — " All on board perished ! " 

With that short sentence, the light of hope died out in 
her heart, and the green earth became one wide sepul- 
chre. The blight fell early on so fair a flower. There 
were many who would gladly have lit again the love- 
light in those soft, blue eyes ; but from all Kathleen 
turned, heart-sick, away to her little, lonely room, to toil, 
and dream, and weep, and pray. 

And now the twilight has faded away, and the holy 
stars, one by one, have come stealing out^ to witness her 
sorrow. There she sits, with a filling eye and an aching 
heart, and watches the merry group yonder. Life is so 
bright to them ; so weary to her, without that dear arm 
to lean upon* Could she but have pillowed that dying 
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head ; heard him say bat once more, " I love you, Kath- 
leen.** But that despairing struggle with those dark, 
billowy waves ; that shriek for " help,*' where no help 
could come ; that strong arm and brave heart so stricken 
down ! Poor Kathleen ! 

Blessed sleep ! — touch those sad eyes lightly. Tor- 
ture not tliat troubled heart with mocking dreams. See, 
she smiles! — a warm flush creeps to her cheek, and dries 
away the tear. Sleep has restored the dear one to her 
Dream on while you may, sweet Kathleen ! 



** That is the house, sir. God bless me, that you should 
be alive ! That one, sir, with the small windows. No 
light there. Find the way, sir ?** 

Tap, tap, on the window ! Kathleen wakes from that 
sweet dream to listen. She docs not tremble, for grief 
like hers knows neither hope nor fear. She is soon appar- 
elled, and, shading the small lamp with her little hand, 
advances to the door. Its flickering ray falls upon the 
stalwart form before her. What is there in its outline to 
paLsy her ton^^iie, and blanch her cheek ? This torturing 
sugpcnse ! If the stranger would but speak ! 

" Kathleen ! ** 

With one wild cry of joy, she falls upon his neck. 

Ah, little Katie ! Dreams are not always a mockery ! 
A merry Christmas to you ! 
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little children's cheeks, pale with the close air of the 
heated school-room, flashed with delight at their tempo- 
rary emancipation, and their little owners were trying 
the strength of their respective lungs in a way that made 
the old man's deafness a very questionable affliction. The 
overtasked sempstress, in her shabby little bonnet, looked 
on hopelessly at the moving panorama. She had become 
habituated to brick pavements and Babel sounds, tia 
aching side, weary eyes and a dull, dead weight at hep 
heart ; and so she creeps home from her daily task, — 
home to her gloomy attic, to look at the patch of blue 
sky from her roof window. Now and then a blade of 
grass, that has forced its way through the brick pave- 
ments, brings to her mind the fragrant hay-field, and 
sunny meadow, and dim old woods of her country home * 
and she wonders if the little wild-flowers still grow in 
their favorite nook ; and if the little brook, where she 
bathed her feet, goes babbling on as musically as ever ; 
and if the golden moss blossoms out on the rock clefts ; 
and If the wind makes sweet leaf-music in the tall tree- 
tops; and if the bright sunset clouds still rest like a 
glory on the mountain-brow ; and if the little lake lies 
like a sheet of silver in the clear moonbeams ; and if her 
old father sits in the honeysuckle porch, that the wind 
may lifl the silver hairs from his heated temples ; and if 
her little brother and sister still sit under the old shady 
oak, making tea-sets of acorns. 
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THE MODEL STEP-MOTHER. 

Gratifibs every childish desire, how injurious soever, 
or unreasonable, and jet maintains the most perfect 
goyemment; — is perfectly willing her step-children's 
relatives should feed them to surfeiting, with pickles, 
preserves, and sugar, — meekly holding herself in readi- 
ness for a two months' siege by a sick-bed rather than 
venture a remonstrance; — has no objection to their 
being stopped on the way to school, by a self-appointed 
conmiittee of Paul Prys in petticoats, to pass an examin- 
ation as to the fitness of their shoe-strings, pinafores and 
satchels ; — always lets " the children " take papa's two 
hands going to church, and walks behind herself, if the 
neighbors think best ; — is quite charmed to welcome a 
stage-load of their relatives, who come on a foraging 
expedition, to see " how the dear children are treated ; •' 
— looks as sweet as a June morning, when she finds them 
in the kitchen, lifting the covers off pots and kettles, 
peeping into tea-caddies, and punching their knuckles into 
the bread, "to see if it has riz ; " — goes through the 
catechism, without flinching, from the price of brown 
foap and the wages of her cook, to the straw mat in the 
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entry, and the trimming on her Sunday gown ; — is per- 
fectly willing to see them holding little, private caucoscs 
with the juveniles, who are keen enough to see which way 
they are expected to answer ; — shuts her own children 
up in a dark room, if they make any objection to being 
used for a pincushion, or to being se^ilpcd, one hair at 
a time, by the strange brood; — after wearing herself 
to a skeleton trying to please everybody, has the satisfac- 
tion of hearing herself called *'a cruel, hard-hearted 
stop-mother ! " 



A PAGE FROM A WOMAN'S 

HEART; 

OB, VEMALE nEBOISM. 

'* How did jou come in possession of this ? " said a 
young man, directing the pawnbroker's attention to a 
small, ruby pin in the show-case. 

"That? 0, that was brought here last night, by a 
pretty ish young woman, who seemed to be in a great 
fluster about the money ; and so I bought it of her." 

" How did she look ? Ilad she blue eyes ? Was she 
tall and slender ? '' 

" Lord bless your soul ! " said the pawnbroker, " I has 
hundreds of 'em in here every day ; I never looks twice 
at 'em. She was a broken-down lady, I reckon. Some- 
body said she lived up that court yonder. Like to redeem 
the brooch, sir?" 

"Yes, certainly," said Ernest; and, paying the extor- 
tioner five times what he had given for it, he deposited it 
in his vest pocket. 

" Good God ! that Agnes Kearn should come to this ! " 
was his first exclamation on reaching the street. " That 
brooch, that I have seen sparkle on her snowy neck thou- 
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sands of times, when I could have kissed the very ground 
her little foot trod upon ! Agues in a pawnbroker's 
shop ! " And he reeled and leaned for support against a 
jutting wall of the old building. Just then, a little girl 
tripped past, and, striking her foot against the curb-stone, 
fell heavily against him. Ernest raised her in a moment, 
and kissing her little, innocent face, was about releasing 
her, when the thought struck him that she might assist 
him in his search for Agnes. 

" Where do you live, pretty one ? " said he, looking 
into her bright blue eyes. 

" I can't tell," said the child, blushing ; " my manmia 
bids me not talk to strangers. Won't you please put me 
down, sir ? " 

" Yes, certainly," said Ernest, as he saw her little lip 
begin to quiver ; " only tell me your name first." 

" I can't tell," said she again, with a womanly decision 
that would have amused him at any other time. So, 
putting her gently down upon the pavement, he prepared 
to follow her at a distance. There was something in the 
expression of her face that interested him, — that re- 
minded him of one he had loved, 0, how deeply ! And 
then he counted the weary years that had intervened 
since her marriage. Yes ; it might be her child. 

On she went, little Minnie, turning corner after corner, 
with the speed of an antelope, then disappeared up tho 
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muJl, dingy ooart, into the doorway of a small, black 
house, never once turning her graceful little head. 

Ernest followed ; she opened a small door, and, for- 
getting in her haste to close it afler her, he heard her 
say, — almost breathless from speed and agitation, — "1 
did n't tell mamma ; I did n*t tell. The gentleman 
asked me my name, and where I lived ; but, — kiss me, 
mamma, — I certainly did n*t tell him." 

'* Dear child," said the mother, as she gave her a 
kiss. 

That voice ! there was but one in the wide world that 
could so thrill him. 

** 0, manmm, here he is! " said Minnie, as she tried to 
close the door. '*! certainly did n't tell him," and she 
began to sob piteously. 

" Agnes ! Ernest ! " They were simple words to con- 
vey so much meaning ! *< Your husband, Agnes, is he 
dead ? Why do I find you here ? " She shook her head, 
and turned deadly pale. 

'* What then ? " said Ernest, drawing himself up as if 
he were already called upon to protect her. 

<* Dead to me," said Agnes, in a low voice. 

Ernest took from his pocket the small brooch. " You 

must have suffered much, ere you would have parted with 

this, Agnes. It has told me a silent tale of misery, that 

I will not pain your heart to echo. I ask you not of 

him. It is enough &t me, that he is living, while you 

20 
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are suffering here. I will not ourse him in your prei^ 
ence ; but, Agnes, jou must give me the right of an old 
friend to care for you ; you must leave this wretched 
place ; " and he looked first at her, then at the miserable 
surroundings. 

"Your father, Agnes! does he know of this? Is 
money still his god ? " 

Agnes replied only by her tears. 

" Tell me, — how have you lived ? " said Ernest. 

She pointed to a small escritoire in the corner of ibe 
room. 

" Slow starvation ! " said he contemptuously. " This is 
folly, Agnes. Just look at your position ; deserted, from 
avaricious motives, by those who should rally around you 
in your hour of trial ; wasting your youth and health in 
humbling yourself for employment to those who can 
neither understand your position nor appreciate yourself. 
Agnes, give me, — if I may claim no dearer title, — a 
brother's right to provide and care for you." 

Agnes Kearn rose from her chair, pale, but calm. 
" Listen to me, Ernest. What I have been, you know ; 
what I am now, by God's dark providence, you see. 
That I have suffered more keenly than even you, who 
read my heart so well, can dream, I acknowledge. 
Nothing that meets my eye here that is not coarse 
and repulsive. I have deprived myself of food, that 
my child might not hunger. I have toiled till mom* 
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ing for my daily bread. I have no earthly father save 
in name ; but through all this, Ernest, I have main- 
tained my self-respect, and I would rather die than take 
one dollar, even as a loan, from you. Nay, hear me 
out,*' said she, laying her hand upon his arm, as he 
strode impatiently across the room. •* This poor, weary 
heart is tried and tasked to the utmost. Like Noah's 
dove, it finds no resting-place. Nay, spare your re- 
proaches, and be generous. Think you it costs that 
heart nothing to turn coldly away, and say Nay?" and 
her voice trembled, and her eyes filled. " Ernest, my 
heart may not echo back your words of kindness ; the 
love that is born of sorrow is strong, and wild, and deep. 
Leave me, Ernest. Do not deceive yourself; it is not a 
brother's heart you offer me. I must toil on, unaided by 
you. The night has been long, tedious and starless ; the 
morning must dawn ere long. I will wait and trust If 
I forsake not myself, God will not forsake me." 

" Once more, — shall I leave you, Agnes ? " said the 
young man, as he took her hand. 

" God wills it," was her low reply. 

The door closed upon Ernest's retreating figure ; then 
her woman's heart gave way. Covering her face with 
her hands, she wept long and bitterly ; then came a holy 
calm, — a peace which only those may know who are 
•elf-conquerors. 

And where was that " earthly father ? " He ate and 
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drank and slept, careless who befriended his child; 
careless of the more than mortal strength she needed to 
keep that warm and tried heart from yielding to the pres- 
sure of poverty, temptation and despair. ** Like as a 
fiither pitioth his children " were unmeaning words to 
poor Agnes. 



*' This is a very correct translation," said tho pedantic 
Professor Boggs; '*yery well done, madam; couldn't 
have done better myself; and that 's the highest praLsc I 
can bestow upon it. I suppose you expect to bo well 
paid for it, like all the rest of our applicants for this sort 
o' thing." 

" I need all you can give me," said Agnes, dejectedly; 
'* it has cost me a week of unremitting labor.*' 

•* V-o-r-y p-o-s-8-i-b-l-e," said the profesfjor, looking at 
her through his glasses; ^* I 'm told you are the daughter 
of old Mr. Kcam ; he is a man who is well off; how came 
you to be reduced to this extremity ? " (Cruel, avari- 
cious father ! the dagger again driven home to that suf- 
fering heart by your neglected hand !) 

Agnes replied, " You will excuse me, sir, from enters 
ing into tho details of my private history. If the 
translation pleases you, I shall be happy to dispose of 
it ; if not, I must look elsewhere." 

Mr. Boggs returned it, with a stately bow. Agoas 
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found her way into the open air. The excitement of her 
interview with Ernest, fasting and fatigae, **told'* at 
last. Her steps became unsteady, her sight failed her ; 
she reeled, and fell upon the pavement. 

** Drunk ! " said one of the bystanders, with a sneer. 

** A fallen angel ! " said another. 

" Take her to the watch-house," said a third. 

" Here, little girl," said a rowdy lad, seizing a child, 
who seemed quite bewildered by the crowd, " don't you 
want to get a sight of the drunken woman ? " 

"No, no," said the child, struggling to free herself as 
be lifted her above their heads ; then, with a piercing 
shriek, as her eye fell on the prostrate form, " 0, it is 
my mamma ! my own dear mamma ! she 's dead ! my 
mamma is dead ! " and making her way to her side, she 
kissed her pale lips, and sobbed, and clung to her neck, 
till there was not a dry eye in the crowd. 

" Mr. Kearn," said a little, dapper man, as he touched 
that gentleman's gold-headed cane, "do you see that 
crowd yonder ? " 

"Yes — yes — what of it? A crowd is nothing. 
What of it ? " 

"Nothing in particular, — only they are looking at 
your daughter Agnes, who has fainted from fasting and 
hard work ; and your little grandchild is sobbing over 
her as if her heart would break. Now, look here, sir ! I 
respect gray hairs ; but if it was n't for that, I would call 
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LITTLE MAI. 

^< I woxDER wbo made God ? Mamma donH know. I 
thought mamma knew everything. The minister don't 
know, because I asked hiui. I wonder do the angels 
know ? I wonder sliall I know, when I go to heaven ? " 

Dear little May ! She looked like an angel then, as 
she Htood under the linden-tree, with her eyes fixed on 
the far-off sky, and the sunlight fulling on that golden 
hair, till it shone like a glory round her head. You 
would have loved our little May, — not because her face 
had such a pensive sweetness in it, or that her step was 
light as a fawn's, or her little limbs so gracefully 
moulded, — but because her heart was full of love for 
every living thing which God had made. One day 1 
rambled with her in the wood. She had gathered her 
favorite flowers, — the tiniest and most delicate ; — 
the air was full of music, and the breeze laden with fra- 
grance ; the little birds were not happier than we. Lit- 
tle May stood still ; her large eyes grew moist with happy 
tears, and, dropping her little treasures of moss, leaves, 
and flowers, at my feet, she said, " Dear Fanny, let me 
pray." 
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She knew thmt tbe good God scattered all tbis beauty 
BO lavublj aboat as, and sbe could not enjoj it witboat 
tbanking Him. Dear little May ! we listen in vain for 
ber Toiee of music now. 
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And Ueaven mm spirit more.' 
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NICODEMUS NEY. 
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▲ DA8H AT A CHARACTER WHOM EVERYBODY 

HAS SEEN. 

Mb. Nicodemus Ney is a philanthropist, — so the 

vorld says; (and I, as in duty bound, have a great 

reqpeot for the opinion of the world ;) that is, he goes 

] ttboat collecting nineponces and half-dollars from poor, 

; •fertaaked servant girls, and half-fed clerks, for the 

^fiMmding of ** charitable institutions " for all sorts of dis- 

' traned persons, who never knew what an unfortunate 

ritaAtion they were in, until he told them. 

How much of the money thus obtained is paid out for 
flie purpose specified is ** nothing to nohody ! '' He often 
takes long journeys to Niagara, and other places of 
fiiahionablo resort ; but it would be very malicious ** to 
put that and that together.*' Some of the donors, too, 
are occasionally impertinent enough to inquire, point 
blank, what has become of their funds ! As if a man 
who belongs to the church, wears such a long £icc, forti- 
fied with such a white and stifT cravat, makes such long 
prayers, and has such a narrow creed, could be anything 
but the quintessence of honesty ! It is astonishing how 
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Buspicious and impertinent some people are! Beside, 
donH Nicodcmus dine once a week with the Hon. Dives 
Doncaster ? And is he not always on the platform on all 
public occasions, as solemn as an owl, alongside of the 
other great guns ? You can see, with half an eye, that 
suspicion of him is perfectly ridiculous. 

Should Mr. Nieodemus Ney sit toasting his feet at the 
fire, af\er a surfeiting dinner, and should a poor, down- 
trodden creature come in for relief, you could not expect 
him to disturb his digestion by attending to such a petty 
case of distress. He is a great man, and only does things 
on a large scale, — on a scale that will tell ! Beside, it 
is his forte to draw money out of people's pockets, not to 
put it in. 

Very circumspect is Nieodemus. It would puzzle you 
to keep track of any of his personal or domestic expendi- 
tures ; all his bargains are strictly "private,'* and he was 
never known to answer the simplest question without first 
doubling Cape Look-out ! Is he attacked ? He goes 
whining to "Dives;" and I would like to see any dog 
bark when a rich man tells him to hold his tongue. 

And so Nieodemus grows fatter and sleeker every 
year, keeping wrinkles and rumors at bay. The poor 
draw a long, hopeless sigh as he passes them, and the 
uninitiated touch their hats respectfully, and say, " It ia 
Nieodemus Ney, the great philanthropist ! " 



ADVICE TO LADIES. 

When tho spirit moves you to amuse yourself with 
** shopping,'* bo sure to ask the clerk for a thousand-and- 
oue articles you have no intention of buying. Never 
mind about the trouble you make him ; that 's part of the 
trade. Pull the fingers of the gloves you are examining 
quite out of shape ; inquire for some nondescript color, or 
Bome scarce number, and, when it is found, *' tliink you 
won't take any this morning;*' then, keep him an hour 
hunting for your sun-shade, which you, at length, recol- 
lect you ** leil at home ;" and depart without having 
invested a solitary cent. 

When you enter a crowded Iccture^room, and a gentle- 
man rises politely, — as American gentlemen always do, 
— and offers to give up his seat, — which he came an hour 
ago to secure for himself, — take it, as a matter of 
course ; and don't trouble yourself to thank him, even 
with a nod of your head. As to feeling uneasy about 
accepting it, that is ridiculous ! because, if he don't fancy 
standing during the service, he is at liberty to go home ; 
it is a free country ! 

When you enter the cars, and all the eli^ble places 
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As to caltivating jour mind, that Ls all waste powdor ; 
you have better ammunition to attack the enemy ; and as 
to cultivating your heart, there is no use in talking about 
a thing that is unfashionable ! So, always bear in mind 
that all a pretty woman is sent into the world for, is to 
display the fashions as they come out ; waltz, flirt, dance, 
aing, and play the mischief generally ! 



THE MODEL WIDOW 

Would not wear hor veil up, on any account ; — thinks 
her complexion looks fairer than ever, in contrast with 
her sables ; — sends back her new dress, because the fold 
of crape on the skirt " is not deep mourning enough ; " — 
steadfastly refuses to look in the direction of a " dress 

coat " for one week ! — wonders if that handsome 

Tompkins, who passes her window every day, is insane 
enough to think she will ever marry again ; — is fond of 
drawing off her glove, and resting her little, white hand 
on her black bonnet, thinking it may be suggestive of an 
early application for the same ; — concludes to give up 
the loneliness of house-keeping, and try boarding at a 
hotel ; — accepts Tompkins' invitation to " attend the chil- 
dren's concert," just to pl«ase little Tommy. Tommy 
is delighted, and thinks Tompkins " a very kind gentle- 
man," to give him so much candy and so many bon-bons. 
Uis mamma begins to admit certain alleviations of her 
sorrow, in the shape of protracted conversations, walks, 
rides, calls, &c. She cries a little, when Tommy asks her 
if she has not " forgotten to plant the flowers " in a cer- 
tain cemetery. Tompkins comes in, and thinks her loye- 
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e ^et than ever, smiling through her tears. Tommy is sent 
out into the garden, to make "pretty dirt pies," — 
to the utter demolition of a new frock and trousers, — 
and returns very unexpectedly, to find his mamma's 
cheeks very rosy, and to be tossed up in tho air by 
Tompkins, who declares himself " his new papa." 

21 
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THE MODEL WIDOWER 

Bkgins to Uiink of No. 2 before the voed on hie hat haet 
ita first gloss \ — may bo seen aaeistiag yoong girle to fiid 
a Beat in thurch, or orderiog carts off dry crossings, ft 
pretty feet tliot are wailing to pass over ; — is ooDTboed 
ha "neser was made to live alone;'' — tis >- ohilitren 
must bo looked after," or, if lie has not any, he would lits 
to be looked after — himself; — draws a deep aigh every 
tiuie a dross rustics past, with a feiuule woman ia it ; — is 
very particular about the polish of his boots aud the fit 
of his gloves ; — thiuks he looks very iutcrestiog In black j 

— don't walk out iu public much with hia children ; when 
he does, takes the youngest; — revives bis old taste Tat 
moonlight and poetry ; — pities single men with all hii 
heurt ; wonders how they oootrive to exigt! — roprovM 
liltlo John for saying "P»" so loud, when he meeti 
him in the street ; — sets hut face against the practice of 
women's going borne " alone and anproteeted " from e\ 
isg meeting; — tells the widows his heart aohcs for themt 

— wonders which, of all tho damwls he sees, ho shuU m 
up bifi mind to marry ; — is sorry he shal! be obliged to 
disi^ipoint them all but ooe ! — li&i long siace preferreA 
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orange-blofisoms to the cypress-wreath ; — starts up, some 
fine day, and refartiishes his house from garret to cellar ; 
— hangs his first wife's portrait in the attic, — shrouded 
in an old blanket, — and marries a playmate for his oldest 
daughter I 



THE TEAR OP A WIFE. 



** The tear of a loving girl is like a dew-drop on a rose ; bat on the 
oheek of a wife, is a drop of poison to her husband." 

It is "an ill wind that blows nobody any good." 
Papas will be happy to hear that twenty-five dollar 
pocket-handkerchiefs can be dispensed with now, in the 
bridal trousseau. Their " occupation *s gone " ! Matri- 
monial tears " are poison." There is no knowing what 
you will do, girls, with that escape-valve shut off; but 
that is no more to the point, than — whether you have 
anything to smile at or not ; one thing is settled — you 
must not cry ! Never mind back-aches, and side-aches, 
and head-aches, and dropsical complaints, and smoky 
chimneys, and old coats, and young babies ! Smile ! It 
flatters your husband. He wants to be considered the 
source of your happiness, whether he was baptized Nero 
or Moses ! Your mind never being supposed to be occu- 
pied with any other subject than himself, of course a tear 
is a tacit reproach. Besides, you miserable little whim- 
perer ! what have you to cry for ? A-i-n-t y-o-u m-a-r- 
r-i-e-d ? Is n't that the summum banum, — the height 
of feminine ambition ? You can't get beyond tliat ! It 
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IB the jumping-off place ! You *vo aniv ! — got to the 
end of jour journey ! Stage puts up there ! You have 
nothing to do but retire on jour laurels, and spend the 
rest of jour life endeavoring to be thankful that jou are 
Mrs. John Smith ! " Smile * " you tdmpleton ! 

28 



EDITORS. 

• 

^Vc know of no state of slarery on earth like that attendant npon 
tbe newspaper life, whether it be as director or eabordinate. Your 
task never ended, your rcsponsibilitj nerer secured, the last daj'i 
wurk is forgotten at the close of the daj on which it appeared, and tbe 
dragon of to-iuorrow waits open-mouthed to derour jour thoughts, aod 
enup up unc mori>el more of jour rexed ezistenoe. Be as successful ai 
\d the nature of tiling to be ; — write with the least poasible degree of 
c\* I tiun ; — be iudifTcrcnt to praise, and lion4)earted against blame ; 
— still will the human heart wear out before its time, and joor bodj, 
if not your mind, exhibit every symptom of dry rot. — Newap^ter, 



" Dry " fiddlestick ! That man's dumer did not 
diarist ; or tlie wind was "dead east;" or his wife had 
astonished him with a pair of twins; or his boots pinched 
him. 

I will wnger you a new neck-tie that he is one of the 
cross-grained sort, that would go to fisticuffs with (Gabriel 
and raise a rebellion in Paradise. There is not a word of 
truth in what he says. I have been behind the curtain, 
and I will speak this time! I tell jou that editors are 
just the fattest, sleekest, happiest, most rolicksome, the 
cleverest, bright<3st, most intelligent and lovable set of 
humans in existence; and the only reason thej don't 
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** own np," is because they are afraid to let the world in 
general know how many little favors and perquisites fiiU 
to their lot ! 

They go down to the office in the morning, — after a 
careful toilette and a comforting breakfast, — make up a 
fire in the stove hot enough to roast an Icelander, " her- 
metically seal " every door and window, put on a pair of 
old slippers, light a cigar, draw up a huge easy-chair, 
stick their feet up twice as high as their heads, and— 
proceed to business (?); that is to say, between the 
whiffs of that cigar they tell excruciatingly funny stories, 
poke each other in the ribs, agree to join the mutual 
admiration society, retail all the " wire-pulling " behind 
the scenes, calculate which way the political cat is going 
to jump, and shape the paragraphs accordingly ; — tell 
who threw that huge bouquet, at last night's concert, to 
Madam Fitz Humbug ; — shake hands, and make room for 
all the " hale-fellows-well-mot " that drop in to see them ; 
— keep their intellects sharpened up by collision with 
the bright and gifted, — in short, live in one perpetual 
clover-field, and when they die, all the newspapers write 
nice little obituary notices, and give them a free pass to 
Paradise. I would like to know if that looks like a 
" vexed existence ? " 

Time would fail me to tell of the wedding-cake, and 
flowers, and fruits, and annuals, embroidered purses and 
tasselled smoking-caps, pretty little notes, braided watoh- 
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chains, the handkerchiefs they get perfumed, and glores 
mended, — for nothing ! 

How everybody nudges his neighbor, when they appear 
at lecture, or concert, or opera, and says, " There 's that 
clever follow, the editor of The Comet ! " How he has a 
season-ticket to a free seat by a Frog Pond ; how he has, 
— but there is no use in telling all a body knows! 
Christopher Columbus! Editor's life a "vexed exist- 
once ! '* 

« Let those langh now who never laaghed before. 
And those who always laaghed now laugh the more." 



BACHELOR HOUSEKEEPING. 

Mr. Broum, — Praj, Jano, what on earth is the reason I am kept 
waiting for my breakfast in this way 1 

Jane. — Please, sir, the rolls is n't oome, and there 's no bread in tho 
house. 

Mr. Broum. — Now, upon my word ! How can you annoy me with 
such trifles 1 No broad ! then bring mo somo toast. {Exit Jane in 
dismay.) 

I THINK I see him ! Bagged dressing-gown ; beard 
two days old; depressed dickey; scowling face; out 
at elbows, out of sorts, and — out of " toast ! " Poor 
thing I Don't the sight make mj heart ache ? How 
should he be expected to know that bread was the fore- 
runner of toast, without a wife to tell him ? 

Bachelors never cut their " wisdom teeth ! " It is 
astonishing how people can make themselves merry at 
their expense. I consider their case calls for the deepest 
commiseration. It is not toast they want, — it is a 
wife ! Toast will naturally follow, — and in fine order, 
too I But, bless your soul ! the poor creatures don't 
know, half the time, what ails them. They have a gen- 
eral undefined feeling of discomfort which they cannot 
account for ; never can find their winter or summer 
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clothes when they wmnt them ; moths eat np all their 
woolleoB; the washenromaa rains their flannels, — lei- 
ting them soak in the water, — scorches their Sondaj 
dickey, and irons off their shirt-buttons; stockings get 
mis-mated; — if yon polled off their boots, you would 
find they were — " Odd Fellows ! " Silk neck-ties want 
hemming; when they ran their arm into a coat-slecTe 
it gets tangled in a ragged lining; lose their porte- 
monnaies, because the day-light shines throng their 
pockets ; fingers all peeping oat their gloves ; miss half 
their duds, moving from one boarding-hoase to another ; 
chamber-maids thumb their nice books with greasy 
fingers, use all their Cologne, and make acquaintance 
with their head and tooth brush ; let all their letters and 
notes, — everything but their tailor's bills — stay down 
stairs a week before they are delivered. 

Poor things! — they feel themselves perfect ciphers, 
every time they see a family man go strutting past, like 
chanticleer with his hen and chickens ! Afraid to ask a 
woman to have them, for fear she will say ** No ! " Ain't 
their sufferings intolerable ? 



BORROWED LIGHT. 

<« Don't relj too maoh on the torches of others ; — light one of 
your own." 

Don't you do it! — borrowed light is all the fashion. 
For instance, joa wake up some morning, fully persuaded 
that your destiny lies undeveloped in an inkstand. Well, 
select some popular writer ; read over his or her articles 
carefully ; note their peculiarities and fine points, and 
then copy your model just as closely as possible. Bor- 
row whole sentences, if you like, taking care to transpose 
the words a little. Baptize all your heroes and heroines 
at the same font ; — be fiicetious, sentimental, pathetic, 
terse, or diffuse, just like your leader. It may astonish 
you somewhat to ascertain how articles which read so 
easy, are, after all, so difficult of imitation ; but, go on, 
only take the precaution, at every step, to sneer at your 
model, for the purpose of throwing dust in people's eyes. 

Of course, nobody sees through it ; nobody thinks of 
the ostrich who hides his head in the sand, imagining his 
body is not seen. Nobody laughs at your servility ; no- 
body exclaims, " There 's a counterfeit ! " Nobody says, 
what an unintentional compliment you pay your leader. 
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In choosing your signature, bear in mind tliat nothing 
goes down, now-a-days, but alliteration. For instance, 
J>(li:i Daisy, Fanny Foxglove, Harriet Honeysuckle, Lily 
J..il.iirmini, Paulcna Poppy, Minnie Mignonette, Julia 
,]> ::.iuil, Soraphina Sunflower, etc., etc. 

I!' hhvIxmIv has the impertinence to charge you with 
Im':ii^' a literary pirate, don't you Stand it. Bristle up 
li'.xo a ]<orrupine, and declare that it is a vile insinuation; 
that yuii are a lull-rigged craft yourself, cruising round 
on your own hook, and scorning to Bail under false colors. 
'i'liire 's iiuthing like a little impudence ! 

That 's the way it 's done, my dear. Nobody but reg- 
ular workies ever *' light a torch of their own." It 's an 
iii.in(-n>ity of trouble to get it burning; and it is sure 
t«) draw round it every little buzzing, whizzing, stinging 
in v( t there is afloat. No, no ! — make somebody else 
li_ht tlie torch, and do you flutter round in its rays; 
only 1)0 careful not to venture so near the blaze as to 
>inLre those flimsy wnigs of yours. 



MISTAKEN PHILANTHROPY. 

« Don't moralin to a man who \b on hla back ; — help him np, set 
aim fiimlj on his feet, and then give him advice and meanB." 

There's an old-fashioned, verdant piece of wisdom, 
altogether unsuited for the enlightened age we live in ; 
fished up, probably, from some musty old newspaper, 
edited by some eccentric man troubled with that incon- 
venient appendage called a heart ! Don't pay any 
attention to it. If a poor wretch — male or female — 
comes to you for charity, whether allied to you by your 
own mother, or mother Eve, put on the most stoical, " get 
thee behind me," expression you can muster. Listen to 
him with the air of a man who ** thanks God he is not as 
other men are." If the story carry conviction with it, 
and truth and sorrow go hand in hand, button your coat 
up tighter over your pocket-book, and give him a piece 
of — good advice ! If you know anything about him, 
try to rake up some imprudence or mistake he may have 
made in the course of his life, and bring that up as a 
reason why you can't give him anything more substantial, 
and tell him that his present condition is probably a salu- 
tary discipline for those same peccadilloes! — ask him 
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moro questions than there are in the Assemblj^s Cate- 
chism, about his private history, and when jouVe 
piiuipeJ him high and dry, try to teach him — on an 
empty stomach — the " duty of submission." If the tear 
of woiiiidod sensibility begins to flood the eye, and a 
hopiloss louk of discouragement settles down upon the 
fatM\ " wish him well," and turn your back upon him as 
(juivk as possible. 

Should you at any time be seized with an unexpected 
f)pasm of generosity, and make up your mind to bestow 
some worn-out old garment, that will hardly hold together 
till the recipient gets it home, you've bought him, body 
and soul, of course ; and are entitled to the gratitude of a 
life-time ! If he ever presumes to think differently from 
you, a tar that, he is an " ungrateful wretch," and ^' ought 
to suHlt." As to the ** golden rule," that was made in 
old times ; everything is changed now ; it is not suited to 
our meridian. 

IV'ople should not get poor ; if they do, you don't want 
to be bothered with it It is disagreeable; it hinders 
your digestion. You would rather see Dives than Laza- 
rus ; and, it is my opinion, your taste will be gratified in 
that particular, — in the other world, if not in this ! 



THE MODEL MINISTER. 

He never exchanges ; — is not particular whether he 
occupies a four-storj house or a ten-footer for a parson- 
age ; — considers " donation parties " an invention of the 
adversary; — preaches round and round the command- 
ments, in such a circular way as not to hit the peculiar 
ities of any of his parishioners ; — selects the hymn to 
suit the singing choir instead of himself; — never forgets, 
when excited in debate, that pulpit cushions are expensive 
articles ; — visits all his people once a month, and receives 
their visits whenever they choose to inflict them ; — brings 
forth things " new and old " every Sunday, more particu- 
larly new ; — knows, by intuition, at a funeral, the state 
of mind of every distant relative of the deceased, and 
always hits the right nail on the head in his prayers ; — 
when he baptizes a girl-baby, never afflicts the anxious 
mother by pronouncing Louisa, Louizy ; — frowns upon 
all attempts to get him a new cloak ; — looks upon bron- 
chitis, throat complaints, and journeys to Europe, as 
modem humbugs ; — never wears a better coat than any 
of his parishioners ; — submits his private personal ex- 
penses to a committee of the greatest dunderheads in hii 
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eongregatioD ; — hu the etoqnenoe of Paul, the wigdotn 
of Solomon, the patience of Job, the meekness of Mob^ 
the couetitution of an olophaat, and — lives on two han- 
ixifi dollars n year ! 



THE WEAKER VESSEL. 

*< Time after time joa mast hare known women decide questiona on 
the instant, with unerring accuracy, which you had been poring orer 
for hours, perhaps, with no other result than to find yourself getting 
deeper in the tangled nooee of difficultaes. A witty French writer says, 
' When a man has toiled step by step, up a flight of stairs, he will bo 
tnre to find a woman at the top.* " 

Mt dear Monsieur, that's Gospel truth; but only a 

gallant Frenchman like jou would own it. " Jonathan " 

would whittle, and John Bull would eat roast-beef, till 

jack-knife and digestion gave out^ before thej would step 

into that confession-box. You are a gentleman, and a 

scholar, if jou do live on fricasseed kittens and firog-soup. 

1*11 tell JOU what it is, Monsieur, — between jou and I 

and jour snuff-box, — when an American woman gets to 

the top of that mental staircase, she is obliged to appear 

entirelj unconscious of it, or it would be " disputed tcrri- 

torj " quicker than a report of jour musket. You maj 

have heard of a place this side of the ** big pond," called 

" Bunker Hill ; " — if jou have n't, John Bull knows all 

about it. Well, all the husbands over here have signed 

the "Declaration of Independence," — that's all, — and 

the waj the J won't surrender to flesh and blood, or even 
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to one of their own " ribs," woald be edifying to jour 
French ears. Consequently, my dear Moni?ieur, what 
can't be had by force, must be won by stratagem. So 
we sit on "that top stair," and laugh in our sleeves 
at them, — all the time demurely deferring to their 
opinion. Just so long as they have no suspicion of bit, 
ln'ulle, or mistress, they can be led by the nose. It is 
only very frcsih ones, Monsieur, who keep the reins in 
sight. You won't be astonished to hear, in such cases, 
that there is great rearing, and plunging, and curveting, 
without even the reward of " throwing dust in the eyes " 
of the animal driven. I think you will agree with me, 
thiit it is a great mistake to contend with one of the 
*' loriLs of creation.'* A little Jinesse, Monsieur; — you 
understand ! — walk round the bump of antagonism, and 
pat the bump of self-conceit That's the way we do it. 

Kcmembcr me to " my unole's " nephew; and tell him 
he is about as near the mental stature of " Napoleon," as 
Tom Thumb is to the Colossus of Rhodes ! Bon jour ! 



A TEMPEST IN A THIMBLE. 

Never in FrogtowQ ? That shows jou have not made 
the '* grand tour." It had one long street, one orthodox 
steeple, one blacksmith's shop, one town-pump, one pair 
of hay -scales, and a little thread-and-neodle shop, four 
feet square. Should jou go into the latter to buy a 
spool of cotton, the number of your spool, and the name 
of the purchaser, would be ticketed on the village record 
in less than half an hour. 

Wasn't there a hum-buzz in Frogtown when sunset 
released all the gossips from their labors ? Did n't thej 
collect in knots in the door-ways, on the fences, on barn- 
yard gates, and on the church steps, and, with rolled up 
sleeves and eyes, empty each their particular budget of 
news, and compare notes and observations ? The tailor, 
the farmer, the dressmaker and the milliner, loved scan- 
dal, better than patronage, or coppers, or crops. The 
price of the minister's last new hat, or his wife's new 
churn, was no more of a secret than the fall of Adam. 
They ** guessed that the 'squire and his wife had had a fall- 
ing out," and " they guessed the 'squire did n't know about 
the smart young man who walked about with hin prettj 
wife ;" just as if they wore not posted up, when everj 
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bush in Frogtown had an eaves-dropper under it, ana 
every tree had a " Zaccheus " perched in its branches ! 
And Miss Pinch, the seamstress, who had been five-and- 
fortj years trying to solve the problem of her single- 
blessedness, laughed derisively, till her little gooseberry 
eyes were quite shut up, at the idea of there being a 
secret in the village that she conld not be at the top and 
bottom of. 

0, Frogtown was a great place ! Did a stranger walk 
through it, the plough was left sticking in the furrow ; 
the children flew out, with unwashed faces ; the matrons 
ran to the door, with the suds dripping from their red 
elbows ; the dogs barked, and poor old Brindlo's milk was 
riled up for an hour, trying to fathom the disturbance ! 

You ought to have been there ! Such an event as it 
was, when the " Neptune " was dragged from the engine- 
house, once a week, to be washed ; when the " trainers " 
shared the village green with the pigs, on a muster-day ; 
when the old cracked school-house bell summoned the 
Frogtownitcs to " town meetin* ; " when the minister's 
son walked up the aisle, on a Sunday, in his first long-tail 
coat ! Kossuth *s advent, or the nuptials of Louis Napo- 
leon, were nothing to it. The excitement was perfectly 
tremendous. 

0, they are " fast " livers in Frogtown ! After getting 
seasoned up there, one might venture to spend the 
" carnival " at Bome or a winter in Paris ! 



THE QUIET MR. SMITH. 

*' What a quiet man your husband ia, Mrs. Smith ! '* 

Quiet ! a snail is ** an express train " to him ! If 
the top of this house should blow off, he 'd just sit still 
and spread his umbrella! He's a regular pussj-cat. 
Comes into the front door as though the entry was paved 
with eggs, and sits down in his chair as if there was a 
nest of kittens under the cushion. He '11 be the death 
of me yet ! I read him all the horrid accidents, dreadful 
collisions, murders and explosions, and he takes it just as 
easy as if I was saying the Ten Commandments. He is 
never astonished, or startled, or delighted. If a cannon- 
ball should come through that window, he would n't move 
an eye-lash. If I should make the voyage of the world, 
and return some fine day, he 'd take off his spectacles, 
put them in the case, fold up the newspaper and settle 
his dickey, before he 'd be ready to say, " Good morning, 
Mrs. Smith." If he *d been born of a poppy he could n't 
be more soporific. I wonder if all the Smiths are like 
him. When Adam got tired of naming his numer- 
ous descendants, he said, **Let all the rest be called 
Smith ! " Well, I don't care for that, but he ought to 
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haTe known better than to call mj husband Abel Smith! 
Do you suppose, if I were a man, I would let a woman 
support me ? AVhere do jou think AbePs coats and cra- 
yats, and canes and cigars come from ? Out of mv brain ! 
" Quiet ? " — it 's perfectly refreshing to me to hear of a 
comet, or see a locomotive, or look at a streak of chain 
lightning! I tell you he is the expressed essence of 
chloroform ! 



PRUDENCE PRIM. 



I don't know about this being " a very nice world,** 
said Aunt Sally. There 's people enough in it, such as 
they are ; and enough of them if they can't be any bet- 
ter ; but if there 's one kind that I can't get along with, 
it is the hypocrites! Now, when anybody swears, or 
steals, or cuts another's throat, I understand it ; I know 
— on the spot — which commandment has been tripped 
over ; but these two-faced, oily-tongued people, that twist, 
and turn, and double, like rabbits in a wood, why, it 
needs a gun that will shoot round a corner to hit them, 
and somebody that is deeper than I to see through them. 
How exactly they will mark out the path of duty for 
other people's feet to tread ! What magnifying glasses 
they wear to look at other people's sins, and how very 
good they are till their principles conflict with their 
interest ! 

Prudence Prim was of this order. How careful and 
conscientious she was to admit the right sort of toys into 
her shop for the children ! All the drummers, and fifers, 
and " sojers,'* underwent an anatomical examination before 
they stood up in her shop-window ; all the little sixpenny 
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cotton haDdkcrchicfs had hymns and creeds printed on 
them, and *' golden niles," and all that sort of thing. To 
be sure, IVudeuee sometimes gave them the wrong 
change; but I've known that done in other places than 
riinitowii ! Be that as it may, she reigned there "tri- 
uiiii)liaiit, happy and glorious,*' with an undisputed 
iiioiio|)oly of juvenile coppers, till " cloven-foot" came, at 
last, in the shape of Miss Giggle and a rival toy-shop! 
PruJeuec watched her with a jealous eye; and, finally, 
thought it her '^ duty " to remonstrate against the 
Fanny Klssler dolls she was exhibiting in her shop-win- 
dow. They were " frivolous " and " improper," and she 
was astonished Miss Giggle " could let herself down so ! ** 
The little folks were of a different opinion, and coaxed 
papas and mammas into the same belief. Coppers 
changed hands, and flew with astonishing celerity into 
the (j iggle treasury. Mirth went ahead of melancholy, 
till Prudence could stand it no longer ; but took a dar- 
ing leap over her " principles " for the sake of interest, 
and Fanny Elssler dolls were forthwith seen kicking up 
their unrebuked heels in Miss Prim's shop-window! 
^' Til is would be a dull world without lauding!" she 
tjaid, apologetically ! 

Never mind, Aunt Prudence ; we won't inquire too 
particularly into the date of that new-born opinion ! You 
are not the only specimen extant of an iron creed, and an 
India-rubber conscience ! 



MEN'S DICKEYS NEVER FIT 

EXACTLY. 

Now that most be a mistake ! Husbands don't bring 
home a " new dickey pattern," or a " French fit," oflener 
than seven days out of a week, — I 'm sure of it ! You 
never saw one sit down with a dozen sheets of paper in 
his lap, take up your scissors, — looking as wise as Diog- 
enes, — and after wasting any quantity of paper, and 
making as much litter on the parlor carpet as a carpenter 
with his chips, hand you a nondescript-looking thing, 
saying, " Now, Susan — if — you — make — those — 
dickeys — exactly — like — that — pattern (?), you '11 
hit it" Well, with a solemn sense of the responsibility 
of the undertaking, " Susan " does as she is bid, — former 
experience, however, making her rather more sceptical 
than Diogenes about the " hit ! " The dickey is done ; 
washed, starched, sprinkled, ironed and put on. In about 
an hour, Diogenes comes tearing back from the office to 
say that ** Tom Smith's dickey is a little lower in fronts 
and a little higher behind, and a little more hollowed out 
in the sides, and has two rows of stitching, and fastens 
before instead of behind, and if Susan will make theM 
little alterations it will suit lum» and no mistake ! '* 



A LITTLE BUNKER HILL. 

** Ko penon ibonld b« delicate about asking for what is properly 
his due. If he neglects doing so, he is deficient in that spirit of 
independence which be should obserre in all his acUons. Rights 
are rights, and, if not granted, should be demanded.*' 

A LiTTLB ** Bunker Hill " atmosphere about that ! It 
suits my republicanisiii ; but I hope no female sister will 
be such a novice as to suppose it refers to any but mascu- 
line rights. In the first place, mj dear woman, ** female 
rights*' is debatable ground; what jou may call a 
« vexed question." In the next place (just put your 
ear down, a little nearer), granted we had *' rights," the 
more we *' demand," the more we shan't get them. I 've 
been converted to that fiEiith this some time. No sort of 
use to waste lungs and leather trotting to Sigh-rsLCUse 
about it The instant the subject is mentioned, the lords 
of creation are up and dressed ; guns and bayonets the 
order of the day ; no surrender on every flag that floats ! 
The only way left is to pursue the " Uriah Heep " policy; 
look 'umble, and be desperate cunning. Bait them with 
0ubminion, and then throw the noose over the wilL 
Appear not to have any choioe, and as true as goq»el 
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jou '11 get it. Ask their advice, and they *11 be sare to 
follow yours. Look one way, and pull another ! Make 
your reins of silk, keep out of sight, and drive where you 
like! 



SOLILOQUY OF REV. MR. 

PARISH. 

**I*YX really an intolerable pain in my chest, sitting 
here in mj study so long. 1 should like to work a little 
in my garden ; but Deacon Smith thinks ' it looks too 
secular.' Brother Clapp has offered me his horse and 
chaise ; but Deacon Smith sa js people will talk, if I ride 
about. Well, I'll take a walk with my wife, — I suppose 
I can do that. Here 's a hole in my coat ; — it 's all 
holes. I wonder where that new one is which wife 's 
father sent me. 0, I recollect. Deacon Smith says it 
will cause heart-burnings in the church if I wear so fine 
a broadcloth. Well, I'll go in my old one. No, I 
can't cither ; Deacon Smith says it 's a reflection on the 
parish for me to go out in an old coat. I wish my peo- 
ple would pay me the last two quarters' salary ; — think 
I'll write, and tell them how closely I'm cornered. 
No, it won't do ; Deacon Smith says if there 's anything 
that deserves a rebuke, it's a minister who thinks about 
money. I wonder how long I had better make my ser 
mon next Sabbath. Brother Jones says half an hour ; 
Brother Clapp three quarters, and Deacon Smith says 
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they don't get their money's worth if 't is short of an 
hour long. Brother Jones is a temperance man — 
Brother Clapp is n't ; — Brother Harris is an abolitionist 
— Deacon Smith says he 's anti-fuss ! and wants the 
world to go on the old-fashioned way ! 

Wife has just been in, and wants to know " if John 
may go a fishing;" but Deacon Smith says minister's boys 
never ought to be bom with the bump of destruction. 
Little Susy wants a doll ; but Deacon Smith says it 's too 
much like worshipping wooden idols, forbid in the Scrip- 
tures ! My wife is worn out, and needs a servant ; but 
Deacon Smith says ministers' wives should never be 
weary in well-doing. Wife's sister made me a present 
of a book-mark for the pulpit Bible, in the form of a cross ; 
Deacon Smith says "it's a rag of popery!" — Mem. 
To have it removed before next Sunday. I should 
like to change with Brother Putnam ; but Deacon Smith 
says he has never made it quite clear, to his mind, 
whether little babies are admitted to heaven at nine 
months and two days, or two months and nine days ! — 
Brother Hill, too, is a very good man, but Deacon Smith 
says he ought never to have entered the ministry if he 
could n't get the curl out of his hair ! Really, I 'm quite 
puzzled to find out the path of duty ! " 



TIM TREADWELL. 

Never saw Tim TreadwcU ? I am astonished ! Well, 
he bore a striking resemblance to a pair of rusty tongs in 
locomotion. His bow was a cross between a St. Vitus 
shake and a galvanic spasm. It was edifying to see him 
go over the ground, with so little superfluous play of limb 
or muscle ; coat, vest, dickey and pants, all in unyield- 
ing harness. Tim had a realizing sense of the value of 
the dimes and dollars his Benedict foresight had accumu- 
lated, and poised every ninepence long and affectionately 
on his forefinger before committing it to the tender 
mercies of this horse-leech world. It mattered little to 
him how narrow was the door of humiliation through 
which he crawled to get a step higher on this world's 
ladder ; he was perfectly contented to play lacquey, for 
the time being, to any pompous aristocrat who would 
condcsceud to notice him in public next time they met. 
But what wan very astonishing (notwithstanding, Tim 
owned a looking-glass), he labored under the hallucina- 
tion that every woman ho met was plotting against his 
single-blessedness. He read a story once, in an old- 
fashioned book, in which <* Delilah " figured very oon* 
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apicuously ; and, though it would have been a puzzle to 
Solomon, where Tim*s ** great strength" lay, he had a 
mortal and daily horror of being " Samson "-ized. Not 
that he lacked appreciation of a pretty face or form, but 
he considered it safer to admire at a distance, and never 
passed a widow without an involuntary " pater noster." 
There were other safe and innocent amusements which he 
did n't feel called upon to deny himself. For instiance, 
he had the scent of a pointer for partridges and wood- 
cock, and never failed to call in, by accident, when they 
were served up at a cosey little family supper, or when a 
birthday was gastronomically celebrated. He had a 
taste for music, too, and might be seen, solus, at all the 
concerts, taking a free gratis opera-glass scrutiny of the 
pretty women whose company other Benedicts considered 
cheaply purchased at the tune of a bouquet, a carriage, 
and a three-dollar seat Tim never was known to make 
but one female call, and then he took his friend, Harry 
Smith, along, to neutralize the force of the compliment. 
He was fully persuaded that the ladies were ready to 
drop into hiH mouth like so many ripe peaches ; but he 
had no idea, — not he ! — of shaking the matrimonial 
tree ! Tlie greatest proof on record of his extraordinary 
sagacity was the delightful feeling of safety which came 
over him, in the company of a married lady. Poor Tim I 
Profound Tim ! Requiescat in pace ! 



IMPORTANT FOR MARRIED MEN. 

** The Budget nys, that a lady lost th« use of her tongue for 
nearly a week the other day, from eating too many tomatoei. Th« 
inioe of this indispensable regetable will, no donbt, rise in eon- 
leqnenoe.*' 

No it won*t! There is nothing in this world — with 
one exception — that gentlemen love so well as to hear 
women talk to each other. Yon are sitting tke-il^He 
with Moses, at your domestic fireside. A ladj friend 
comes in ; she is bright, and witty, and agreeable. 
You have both a tremendous budget of feminine ^^bon 
mots^^ and good things to share with each other. The 
question is, how to get rid of Moses. You hint that 
there is a great political meeting at Tammany Hall, on 
which occasion Cass, or whoever is god of your husband's 
political idolatry, is going to speak. He don't stir a peg. 
Then you adroitly raise the window-curtain, and speak 
of the beauty of the night, and how many gentlemen are 
out with cigars in their mouths. It don't '^ end in — 
smoke ! '* Then you ask him ** if he has carried the 
morning's paper over to his mother ? " He is as deaf aa 
a " post ! " Finally, in despair, you get into the remotest 
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corner of the room, and commence operations, leaving 
Moses to his comer and his book, for fear of disturb- 
ing (?) him. 

Kittj tells jou a most excruciating story, and joa tell 
her another ; and you laugh till the tears start. Well, 
now you just creep slily round Moses' chair, and take a 
peep at him. St. Cecilia ! if that book is not upside 
down, and his mouth stretched from ear to ear ! He has 
swallowed every word with the avidity of a cat over her 
first mouse banquet ; and yet, if you did not face him up 
with that upside down book, he would persist he had been 
reading the funniest book alive ! And so he has, but it 
was not bound in " calf" or " sheep-skin ! " 

23 



Another girl ! What can Mrs. Clapp be thinking of ? 
It 's perfectly ridiculous ! There 's four of them now, and 
that's four more than is necessary. I don't believe in 
girls, — lovers and laces, ringlets and romances, jewelry 
and jump-ropes, silks and satins. What 's to be done ? 
There 's a whole chest full of my old coats I 've been sav- 
ing to make my boys' jackets. I wish Mrs. Clapp would 
tMnk as I do. Another girl ! Who 's to keep the name 
in the family, I 'd like to know ? I shall be extinct ! 
And now she wants me to put up a note in the church 
for " blessings received ! " 

Mrs. Clapp has a very obstinate streak in her disposi- 
tion in this respect. It 's wasting powder to reason with 
her. It seems to go into one ear and out at the other. 
If she gets going on one particular track, you may just 
fold your arms and let her take her time to get oflf it. 
She knows I prefer boys, — that woman does, — just as 
well as she knows her name is Hetty. Well, there 's a 
limit to human patience. I shall tell her, very decidedly, 
us soon as her gruel-probation is over, that a stop must 
be put to this. It 's no use for a man to pretend to be 
master in his own house, when he is n't ! 



WHAT MRS. SMITH SAID. 

" Saint Agatha ! — not been out of the city this sum- 
mer ? " 

" No ; — Mr. Jones said he could n't afford it." 

" Mj dear, innocent Abigail ! Mr. Jones smokes hia 
forty-nine cigars a day, as usual, don't he ? '' 

" Yes." 

" Well, ho rides horseback every morning ? " 

" Yes." 

" Well, he plays billiards, and takes his sherry and 
hock, and all that sort o' thing dovfn town, don't he ? " 

" Yes." 

" Well, put that and that together ! Just so Mr. Smith 
told me — * could n't afford it.' I did n't dispute the point. 
It was too much trouble. I smiled just as sweetly at him 
as if I did n't know it was all a humbug. But I very 
quietly went to my boudoir, and despatched a note to 

that jewel of a doctor, , saying that I should be taken 

Tiolently ill about the time Mr. Smith came home to din- 
ner, and should n't probably recover till after a trip to 
Saratoga, or Niagara, or some of those quiet places. 
Well, he is as keen as a briar ; and when Mr. Smith sent 
for him, he came in and found me in a state of foreor- 
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dained exhaustion, in the hands of mj maid, Libbj. He 
felt nij pulse, looked wise and oracular, and said I ' must 
have instant change of air.' Of course I objected ; de- 
clared I never' could bear to be moved ; was quite 
entirely run down, etc. Doctor said ho * would n't be 
answerable for the consequences,' and finally, to oblige 
Mr. Smith, I gave in. Understand? Nothing like a 
little diplomacy. Always use the check-rein, my dear, if 
you want to start Jones off in a new direction. Men 
are a little contrary, that 's all. They 'd be perfect treas- 
ures, every mother's son of them, if it was n't for that ! " 



EVERYBODY'S VACATION 
EXCEPT EDITORS'. 



<« 



Eyerjbody ii haTing a vacation except editors. 



» 



1 SHOULD like to have the editor who wrote that, look 
me in the face, answer the following '* catechize/* and 
then dare whine afler that fashion ! Wlio gets tickets 
to all the Siamese boys, fat girls, white negroes, learned 
pigs, whistling canaries, circuses, concerts and theatres ? 
Who has a free pass to railroad celebrations, water ex- 
cursions, balloon ascensions, anti-slaverj fights, Webster 
dinners, Kossuth suppers, and "great rejection" meet- 
ings ? Who has the first great squash of the season ? 
Wlio feeds on anonymous pears and nectarines, straw- 
berries, grapes, peaches and melons ? \\Tio gets a slice 
of wedding-cake every time a couple make fools of them- 
selves, and who has **^" in his office, year in and year 
out ? AV'ho has all the big and leaser literary lights, 
male and female, constantly revolving romid him ? Who 
amasses a magnificent library, free gratis for nothing, — 
save a puff or two ? Who gets pretty bouquets when he 
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18 sick, from his lady ooniributors ? " Vacation ! " for- 
Bootli ! Dou't talk to me ! I know all about it ! The 
first gentleman I ever saw was "an editor." I have 
been acquainted with them ever since I was knee high 
to a huckleberry ! 



OLD JEREMIAH; 



OB, SUNNY DAYS. 



It was a sultry morning in August when I first lialt^ 
under the shade of Jeremiah CrLspinVs old sycamore trees. 
Bless the old house, witli its red eaves, and the little slioe- 
xnakcr's shop adjoining, where for many a long year he 
had hammered away at his lap-stone, at peace with all 
mankind ! His wife slept quietly in the moss-grown 
church-yard near by ; and Jeremiah and his daughter 
Xantippe were sole tenants of the red-eaved house. I 
beg pardon of Miss Xantippe, for allowing her father to 
precede her ! It is a sin I should not dare to be guilty 
of, were there not a good twenty miles between us ; for, 
truth to tell, the old man*s shop was the only ])lace where 
be could reign unmolested by petticoat government. Dear 
old Jeremiah ! When the house was too hot fur us, what 
an ark of refuge was the old shop ; and what cosey talks 
we used to have over that old lap-stone ! With what 
native politeness he would clear a place for me to sit be- 
side him, where " my dress should not be soiled ! " What 
long, wonderful stories I used to hear about " the Brit- 
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idi;" and how skilfiillj he wove **a moral'' into the 
warp and woof of his narrative ! How many sermons in 
dbgoise did I Toradouslj swallow! and how sorry we 
were when Xantippe*s shrill voice called ns in ** to sap- 
per!" With what a sublime unconsciousness of "out- 
ward appearances" did Jeremiah, in his leather apnm 
and rollcd-up shirt-sleeves, grasp the back of the rude 
chair, with his toil-worn hands, and say ** grace," — trav- 
elling over the world, never forgetting a tribe or nation 
that the sun shone xtpouy — embracing Jew and Hottentot, 
black and white, in the open arms of lus Christian philan- 
thropy, — to the manifest discomfort of the carnal-minded 
hens and chickens, under the table, who were impatiently 
waiting for their share of the loaves and fishes ! How 
patiently he listened, for the five hundred and fortieth 
time, to Xantippe's acoount of the obstreperous conduct 
of old Brindle in " kicking over the milk-pail ;" and of 
the ingratitude of the hens, who persisted in laying Jere- 
miah eggs in neighbor Hiram Smithes bam! How uncom- 
plainingly he crumbed Xantippe*s sour bread — manufac- 
tured simultaneously with the perusal of "The Young 
Woman's Guide" — into his scanty allowance of milk! 
How circumspectly he set the four 1^ of that chair down 
in its appropriate comer! How many impromptu errands 
he got up to the village, after sundown, for " leather '* 
and " meal," (?) as much to my delight, as to the aston- 
ishment and indignation of the asthmatio old horse, who 
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had a way of his own of remonstrating, by quietly stand- 
ing still every three paces, until reminded by the whip, 
that — when Xantippe was not present — Jeremiah held 
the reins ! What sweet mouthfuls of berries and pretty 
bunches of flowers foi\nd their way into the wagon, never 
forgetting the mullen stalk and elder blow, to stow away 
under the seat as a propitiatory " olive branch " to Miss 
Xantippe ! How many nights I have been lulled to sleep 
with the song of " happy Canaan," issuing from the old 
raftered chamber across the entry ! How many mornings, 
with the first golden sunbeams, has come to my ear the 
tremulous voice of old Jeremiah, "wrestling" like the 
angel at " day-break," for a blessing ! 

God be thanked, — in this day of many creeds, of intol- 
erance, and sham piety, — these memories sweep over my 
soul's dark hours, soothing as the sweet music of David's 
harp to Saul's chafed spirit. 

Jeremiah's simple, unpretending piety, and childlike 
tru>t and love, chase away every shadow of unbelief, and 
again I am a guileless child, listening with round-eyed 
wonder to lessons of wisdom, — tlicn but half understood, 
— from the silver-haired patriarch, over the old lap-stone. 



"1 CAN'T." 

Apollo ! — what a face ! Doleful as a hearse ; folded 
hands ; hollow chest ; whining voice ; the very picture 
of cowardly irresolution. Spring to your feet, hold up 
your head, set your teeth together, draw that fine form 
of yours up to the height that God made it ; draw an 
immense long breath, and look about you. What do you 
see ? Why, all creation taking care of number one ; — 
pushing ahead like the car of Juggernaut, over live vic- 
tims. There it is ; and you can't help it. Are you going 
to lie down and be crushed ? 

By all that is manly, no ! — dash ahead ! You have as 
good a right to mount the triumphal car as your neigh- 
bor. Snap your fingers at croakers. If you can't get 
round a stump, leap over it, high and dry. Have nerves 
of steel, a will of iron. Never mind sideaches, or heart- 
aches, or headaches, — dig away without stopping to 
breathe, or to notice envy or malice. Set your target in 
the clouds, and aim at it. If your arrow falls tdiort of 
the mark, what of that ? Pick it up and go at it again. 
If you should never reach it, you will shoot higher than 
if you only aimed at a bush. Don't whine, if your friends 
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fall off. At the first stroke of good luck, by Mammon ! 
they will swarm around you like a hive of bees, till you 
are disgiLstod with human nature. 

" I can't ! " O, pshaw ! I throw my glove in your 
face, if I am a woman ! You arc a disgrace to cordu- 
roys. \\Tiat ! a man lack courage ? A man want inde- 
pendence ? A man to be discouraged at obstacles ? A 
man afraid to face anything on earth, save his Maker ? 
Why ! I have the most unmitigated contempt for you, 
you little pusillanimous pussy-cat ! There is nothing 
manly about you, except your whiskers. 



A CHAPTER ON CLERGYMEN. 

O, WALK in, Mr. Jones, walk in ! A minister's time ]a 
not of much account. He ought to expect to be always 
ready to see his parishioners. What 's the use of having 
a minister, if you can't use him ? Never mind scatter- 
ing his thoughts to the four winds, just as he gets them 
glowingly concentrated on some sublime subject, — that 
is a trifle. He has been through college, has n't he ? 
Then he ought to know a thing or two, and be able to 
take up the thread of his argument where he laid it 
down ; else where is the astonishing difference between 
him and a layman ? If he can't make a practical use 
of his Greek and Latin and Theology, he had better 
strip off his black coat, unshake his " right hand of fel- 
lowsliip," and throw up his commission. Take a seat, 
Mr. Jones. Talk to him about your crops ; — make 
him j)lough over a dozen imaginary fields with you ; he 
ought to be able to make a quick transit from " predes- 
tination " to potatoes. Why, just think of the man's 
salary, — and you helping to pay it ! Nebuchadnezzar ! 
— have you not hired him, soul and body ? He don't 
belong to himself at all, except when ho is asleep. Mind 
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and give him a little wholesome advice before yon leave. 
Inquire how many pounds of tea he uses per week, and 
ask him how he came to be so unclerical as to take a 
ride on horseback the other day ; — and how much the 
hostler charged him for the animal ; and whether he 
went on a gallop, or a canter, or an orthodox trot? 
Let him know, very decidedly, that ministers are not 
expected to have nerves, or headaches, or sideaches, or 
heartaches. If they are weary writing, — which they 
have no right to be, — let them go down cellar and chop 
wood. As to relaxation, suggestive of beautiful thoughts, 
which a gallop on a fleet horse through the country 
might furnish, — where the sweet air fans the aching 
temples caressingly ; where fields of golden grain wave 
in the glad sunlight ; where the blended beauty of sky 
and sea, and rock, and river, hill and valley, send a 
thrill of pleasure through every inlet of the soul, — 
pshaw ! that is all transcendental nonsense, fit only for 
green boarding-school girls and silly, scribbling women. 
A minister ought to be above such things, and have a 
heart as tough as the doctrine of election. He ought to 
be a regular theological sledge-hammer, always sharp- 
ened up, and ready to do execution without any unneces- 
sary glitter. 

The fact is, Mr. Jones, — between you and me and the 
vestry door, — it is lucky there are some philanthropio 
laymen, like yourself, who are willing to look after 
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these ministers. It is the more generous in joo, be- 
cause we are all aware it is a thing you don't take the 
slightest pleasure in doing (?). You may not get jour 
reward fur it in this world, but if jou don*t in the next, 
I shall make up mj mind that Lucifer is remiss in his 
duty. 



UNCLE JABE. 

** I Ve always noticed,*' said Uncle Jabe, *' that the man who 
ipeaks disrespectfully of a woman, ifl very apt to be an unmitigated 
Boonndrel.'* 

Softly, softly, Uncle Jabc ! Mind whose toes you 
tread on ; you may make them hobble. What 's the use 
of being a man if you can't say just what you like ? It 's 
a pantaloons' perquisite. Out with it, either by word of 
mouth or in print ; free your manly bosom ! 

If you know a literary lady who prefers a quiet life to 
notoriety, don't let any scruples prevent you from intrud- 
ing on that privacy. Trot her out before a gaping public. 
Notice her fine personal points, with the same free and 
easy familiarity that you would if speaking of a well- 
formed hor^e or pointer. IMention her in a dashing, inso- 
lent vein of admiration, as if it were something she was 
more likely to elicit than respect. 

Advise everybody to cultivate her delightful and fasci- 
nating acquaintance as intimately as you have (?), if he 
can ! Not a bad idea, you see, of advertising yourself, by 
hitching on to her literary apron-string, especially when 
your own ascension-robe has been tediously long in making. 
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Don't be afraid of oonsequences. Tou know you can 
Baj a thousand things about a bonnet, that would not be 
quite safe to say about a hat. Immense advantage that, 
to a gentleman (?) of weak nerves and courage! The most 
a woman can do i» to turn the " cold shoulder " to you, 
and that don*t begin to hurt like a cold bullet ! 

Imitate your type, — the highwayman, — who, when 
requested by the lady he was robbing to desist, " as she 
was alone and defenceless," replied, with a grin, "That 'a 
the very reason why I do it ' " 



AN INTERESTING HUSBAND. 

" If jou could see my husband, Solomon Stillweather ! 
It is my firm conviction, he will be the death of me ! 
I am naturally a happy, bright, energetic, warm-hearted, 
chain-lightning, impulsive woman, — born aflcr stages 
were exploded, and in the days of railroads and steam 
engines. I have the most capacious heart that ever 
thumped against a silken bodice ; — can hate like Luci- 
fer, and love in proportion, and be eternally grateful 
to one who is kind to me. Now, S-o-l-o-m-o-n is a 
perpetual calm. Nothing ruffles him, nothing disturbs 
him. Mount Vesuvius could n't make him hurry. He 
does everything, — mercantile and matrimonial, — by 
rule, square and compass. When the proper time ar- 
rives, it * comes off,' and it don't a fraction of a second 
before. Were the house on fire, he would stop to take 
the lint off his coat, and brush his teeth, before start- 
ing. If I ask him a question at breakfast, I never 
get an answer before tea. He walks around the house 
with a noiseless, velvety tread, like a superannuated 
pussy-cat Should the ohildreii in their play knock 
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over the toa-tablo and its contents, ho looks quietly up 
from his book, and drawls out, ' A-i-n-*t y-o-u r-a-t4i-e-r 
r-u-d-e, c-h-i-1-d-r-e-n ? ' 

" One summer evening, in the country, as he sat on 
the grass, smoking his cigar, it occurred to mc whether 
anything short of an earthquake would start him up ; so 
I placed a string of crackers directly behind him, and 
touched 'em off ; and, as sure as I *m a living woman, ho 
never so much as winked. 

"You should see him getting ready for church on 
Sunday, as he pares and polishes his finger-nails, lays 
every hair on his head over its appropriate bump, 
sprinkles a drop of cologne on the north-west corner 
of his pocket handkerchief, and tics the bow of that 
cravat for the for-tieth time. I never saw Solomon 
excited. I never heard him laugh ; — and he don't 
know the luxury of tears. Now, if I could only get 
up a domestic squabble ! — thunder clouds clear the 
atmosphere, you know, — but it 's no use. I 've tried 
to stir him up on politics ; but he 's * on the fence,' 
— had as lief jump one way as another, too. I 'vo 
put on the sulks, and been distant and dignified ; I 
tell you, he likes it, — besides, you could n't freeze 
him colder than ho is. I 've been loving, and petted 
him ; it 's a waste of ammunition, — he can't be thawed 
out ! 

"It's my solemn belief, he was originally intended 
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£oT an old maid, but, by somo horrid mistake — lie 's 
mj husband. I can double Cape Horn while he is say- 
ing, * My dear.* — ! when the Coroner's Jury sits 
on me, won't the verdict be, — * Died of excess of still- 
weather ? ' " 



THE MODEL LADY 



Puts her children out to nurse and tenda lap-dogs; — 
lies in bed till noon ; — wears paper-soled shoes, and 
pinches her waist ; — gives the piano fits, and forgets to 
pay her milliner ; — cuts her poor relations, and goes to 
church when she has a new bonnet ; — turns the cold 
shoulder to her husband, and flirts with his " friend ;" — 
never saw a thimble; — don't know a darning-needle 
from a crow-bar ; — wonders where puddings grow ; — 
eats ham and eggs in private, and dines on a pigeon's 
leg in public ; — runs mad after the last new fashion ; — 
doats on Byron ; — adores any man who grins behind a 
moustache ; — and when asked the age of her youngest 
child, replies, " Don't know, indeed ; ask Betty ! " 



INDULGENT HUSBANDS. 



** A hasband too indalglng is apt to make an impertinent wife.'* 
— Boston True Flag, 

Now, how did you know that, Mr. True Flag ? Bach- 
elors never cut their wisdom teeth. But 't is as true as 
gospel. If you did take it on credit, I endorse it. A hus- 
band should always wrap himself in a mantle of dignity, 
— never step off his pedestal to be communicative or 
facetious. The very minute you do it your wife will take 
advantage of it. I should n*t wonder if she sat down on 
the other half of your chair, or pushed the hair off your 
godlike forehead, or settled your neck-tie with her profane 
little fingers. Just think of it once. You ought to be 
on your guard, and mind what precedents you set up. 
You ought not to call her anything but Mrs, Jeremiah 
Jones ; and, if the little monkey gets loquacious, just 
make her ask you a question a dozen times over, to show 
her that you have a few other topics under consideration 
besides those she suggests ; and don't, for mercy's sake, 
ever ask her opinion about anything. I would n't give a 
soap-bubble for your connubial sceptre after you have 
committed that egregious blunder. If you can ever get 

82 
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the noose over her wilful little head after that, my name 
is n't Fannj. She '11 arch her neck, and canter off to the 
farthest limit of the matrimonial pasture; ten to one 
she '11 leap the bars if you persist ! Just as if, when you 
had allowed her to taste the sweets of liberty, she would 
bend her head and be dragged off, to trot only at your 
pace, for the rest of your life. Never a bit ! So I toll 
you, — mind how you begin. Women are like children ; 
they won't bear petting. It makes them saucy as the 
mischief! They never will stop till they get ready, after 
they once get a going, if you frown at them till your face 
looks like " Glidden's Mummy." It stands to reason a 
man can't be trifled with that way. A lord of creation, 
too ! Where 'd be the distinction between a hat and a 
bonnet, I 'd like to know ? Jupiter Olympus ! It would 
be perfectly ridiculous ! 



A FERN SOLILOQUY. 

That I, who detest uniformity ; who go frantio at a pair 
of anything; who hate "a four-leaved clover;" who 
adore *< striped grass," because there's no two blades 
alike ; who love the clouds, because they change as I 
gaze ; the sea, because it ebbs and flows ; the wind, be- 
cause it is untamable and fetterless, — first an anthem, 
then a wail, then a soft, low sigh ; that I, by some mys- 
terious Providence, should have a pew behind the six 
Misses Pecksniff, with their six pink silk bonnets, and 
six rosettes on corresponding sides ; with their six sky- 
blue shawls, crossed over their six unappropriated hearts ; 
six pair of brimstone kid gloves, clutching six Village 
Hymn Books, folded in six pocket-handkerchiefs trimmed 
with sham cotton lace ; six muslin collars, embracing 
their six virgin jugulars, fastened with six gold crosses 
all of a size ! It 's perfectly annihilating ! I can't think 
what I 'vo done to be punished that way. I never 
" stole ; " I never " coveted ; " I never — well, at any rate, 
I wish they 'd catch the cholera or a husband — either 
will anj^wer my purpose, as far as they are concerned ; — 
wish they would n't sit down on the pew-cushion as if it 
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was stuffed with live kittens ; — wish they *d take a nap in 
meeting, or get off the track in singing time, or get into 
the wrong pew ; — wish there 'd come a shower and spoil 
their six pink bonnets ; — wish they *d do anything but sit 
there, so straight, so proper, and so pasteboard-y. O, I 
shall die of excess of Pecksniff, I 'm sure of it, if the 
Bczton don't put some of them out of sight ! 



AUNT HETTY ON MATRIMONY. 



"Now girls,'* said Aunt Hetty, "put down your cm- 
broidery and worsted work ; do something sensible, and 
stop building air-castles, and talking of lovers and honey- 
moons. It makes me sick; it is perfectly antimonial. 
Love is a farce ; matrimony is a humbug ; husbands are 
domestic Napoleons, Neroes, Alexanders, — sighing for 
other hearts to conquer, after they are sure of yours. 
The honey-moon is as short-lived as a lucifer-match ; 
after that you may wear your wedding-dress at breakfast, 
and your night-cap to meeting, and your husband 
would n*t know it. You may pick up your own pocket- 
handkerchief, help yourself to a chair, and split your 
gown across the back reaching over the table to get a 
piece of butter, while he is laying in his breakfast as if it 
was the last meal he should eat in this world. When he 
gets through he will aid your digestion, — while you are 
sipping your first cup of coffee, — by inquiring what 
you Ml have for dinner ; whether the cold lamb was all ate 
yesterdny; if the charcoal is all out, and what yoa 
gave for the last green tea you bought. Then he gets up 

from the table, lights his cigar with the last evening's 
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pip«r, tliat jon have not hud n chuioe to rviu] ; pnt 
tvo or three vthiffi of smoko, — which &rc suro to giT« 
you u headache for the an^moon, — nnd, jnrt v hi« cmU 
tail is v&nitihing through tha door, apologises tor not 
doing 'that errand' tbr jrou jastordfty, — thinks it 
doubtliil if he can to-day, — 'So presaud nith businoB.' 
Hear of him at oliiven o'clock, tulciiig an ico-croam with 
Eoine ladica at a confectjonor'n, while you ore at homo 
new-lining hia coat-deevos. Obildron liy thu can a11 
day ; can't get ont to take tho air ; feel as cruy n» a fly 
in a dram. Hushaiid comcw homo at night ; nods a > Bo« 
d 'ye do, Fan ? ' bosca Chajloy'* «r» ; KUnds little Fanny 
in the corner 1 eitsdown in the ea«est chair in the warmest 
nook ; puts hia feet up over the grate, aliDiting out all the 
lire, while the baby's Kttle pug noee grows blue with Uia 
cold; reads the newspaper all to hitosiilf; solaces his 
inner man with a cup of tea, and, just ai you are UbocB 
iiig under the hallucination that ho will ask yon to take % 
mouthful of fresh air with hini, ho puta on his dressing 
gown and slippers, and begins to reckon up the tainilj. 
expenses ; after which ho Ilea down on the liofa, and yoB 
keep timi) with your noodle, while ho sleeps till nina 
g'eloiffc. Nest moruing, sak hiin to leave you a ' Utlli 
money,' he looks at you &9 if tu be Bure that yeu are Ut' 
your right niiud, dr;i»s & nigh long enough and Ktroag 
enough to inflate a pair of bellows ^<1 ^^i you 'what yon 
want with it, and if a half-a-doUar won't do?' Qmdaaa 
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king ! as if those little shoes, and stockings, and petticoats 
could be had for half-a-dollar ! 0, girls ! set your affec- 
tions on cats, poodles, parrots or lap-dogs ; but let mat- 
rimony alone. It *s the hardest way on earth of getting 
a living. You never know when your work is done. 
Think of carrying eight or nine children through tho 
measles, chicken-pox, rash, mumps, and scarlet fever, — 
some of them twice over. It makes my head ache to 
think of it. 0, you may scrimp and save, and twist and 
turn, and dig and delve, and economize and die ; and 
your husband will marry again, and take what you have 
saved to dress his second wife with ; and she '11 take your 
portrait for a fire-board ! 

" But, what *s the use of talking ? I '11 warrant every 
one of you 11 try it the first chance you get; for, some- 
how, there's a sort of bewitchment about it. I wish 
one half the world were not fools, and the other half 
idiots." 



WASN'T YOU CAUGHT NAPPING1 

Tapper, speaking of the oboioe of a wife, says, ** Hath she wis* 
dom 1 it is well, bat bevrare that thou exceed ! " 

My dear sir, was n't .you caught napping that time ? 
Did n't you speak in meeting ? Did n't cloven feet peep 
out of your literary shoe ? Don't it take an American 
woman to see through you I Is n't that a tacit acknowl- 
edgment that there are women who do "exceed"? 
Would n't you think so if you lived this side the pond ? 
Hope you don't judge us by John Bull's daughters, who 
stupefy themselves on roast beef and porter. I tell you, 
Yankee women are on the squirrel order. You 'd lose 
your English breath trying to follow them. There is not 
a man here in America who knows as much as his wife. 
Some of them own it, and some don't; bfit they all believe 
it like gospel. They ask our opinion about everything ; 
sometimes straight forward, and sometimes in a circle ; 
but they ask it ! There are petticoats in the pulpit, 
petticoats in the editorial chair, petticoats in the 
lecturer's desk, petticoats behind the counter, petti- 
coats labelled "M. D." 0, they "exceed"! no mis- 
take about that. All femality is wide awake, over 
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hore, Mr. Tupper. Thej crowd, and jostle, and push, 
just as if they woi:e hats. I don't uphold them in that, 
because, as I tell them, 't is better policy to play possum, 
and wear tho mark of submission. No use in rousing 
any unnecessary antagonism. But they don't all know 
as much as I do. I shall reach the goal just as quick, in 
my velvet shoes, as if I tramped on rough-shod, as they 
do, with their Woman's Eights Convention brogans ! 



A LADY ON MONEY MATTERS. 

** The Military Argus has a long and prosy article, headed * How 
to mako Home Happy.* A friond of ours has now a work in prep- 
aration, which soWes the question. * It is, to giro your wife ai 
much money as she asks for.' This entirely aboliahos the neoes* 
•ity of kisses and soft sawder." 

Betty ! throw up the windows, loosen my belt, and 
bring my vinaigrette ! 

It*s no use to faint, or go into hysterics, because 
there 's nobody here just now that understands my case ! 
Bat I'd have you to understand, sir — (fan me, Betty!) 
— that — o-o-h ! — that — (Julius Caesar, what a Hotten- 
tot I) — that if you have a wife, who deserves the name, 
neither ** kisses," *' soft sawder," nor " money," can ever 
repay her for what she is to you. 

Li.sten to me ! Do you remember when you were 
sick ? Who tip-toed round your room, arranging the 
shutters and curtain-folds, with an instinctive knowledge 
of light, to a my that your tortured head could bear? 
Who turned your pillow on the cool side, and parted the 
thick, matted locks from your hot temples ? Who moved 
glasses and spoons and phials without collision or jingle ? 
Who looked at you with a compassionate smile, whea you 
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persisted you " would n't take your medicine because it 
tasted so bad ; " and kept a sober fiice, when you lay 
chafing there, like a caged lion, calling for cigars and 
newspaper?, and niint-julops, and whiskey punches? 
AVho migrated, unce;isingly and uncomplainingly, from 
tlie big baby before her to the little baby in the cradle, 
without sleep, food or rest ? Who tempted your con- 
valescent appetite with some rare dainty of her own 
making, and got fretted at because there was " not sugar 
enough in it ? " Who was omnipresent in chamber, 
kitchen, parlor and nursery, keeping the domestic wheels 
in motion, that there should be no jar in the machinery ? 
Who oiled the creaking door that set your quivering 
nerves in a twitter ? Wlio ordered tan to bo strewn 
before the house, that your slumbers might be unbroken 
by noisy carriage-wheels ? AVho never spoke of weary 
feet or shooting pains in the side, or chest, as she toiled 
up and down stairs to satisfy imaginary wants, that " no- 
body but wife '* could attend to ? And who, when you 
got well and move<l about the house just as good as new, 
choked down the tcp.rs, as you j)oi.>ed the half-dollar she 
asked you fnr, on your ibrcfinger, while you inquire "how 
she spent the last one ? '* 

" Give her what money she asks for ! " Julius CaK«ar ! 
— Betty! come here and carry away my miserable 
remains! — Nobody but a polar bear or a Hottentot 
would wait to have a wife " ask " for " money ! " 



MRS. CROAKER. 

" How do you manage your husband, Mrs. Croaker ? 
Such a job as I have of it with Smith ! " 

" Easiest thing in the world, my dear ; — give him 
a twitch backwards, when you want him to go forward. 
For instance, you see, to-day I had a loaf of cake to 
make. Well, do you suppose, because my body is in 
the pastry-room, that my soul need be there, too ? 
Not a bit of it ! I 'm thinking of all sorts of celestial 
things the while. Now, Croaker has a way of tagging 
round at my heels, and bringing me plump down, in 
the midst of my aerial flights, by asking me the * price 
of the sugar I 'ra using.' Well, you see, it drives me 
frantic ! And when I woke up this morning, and saw 
this furious storm, I knew I had him on my hands for 
the day, unless I managed right ; — so I told him that 
I hoped he wouldn't think of going out to cat<;h his 
death, such weather ; — that if he was n't capable of 
taking proper care of himself, I should do it for him ; — 
that it was very lonesome, rainy days, and that I wanted 
him to stay at home and talk to me ; at any rate, he 
most n't go oat ; and I hid his umbrella and india-rab- 
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bers. Well, of ooorse, he flared up directly, — just as 
I expected, — and in less than five minutes, he was 
streaking off down street, at the rate of ten knots an 
hour. 

"You see there's nothing like understanding human 
nature ! No woman should be married till she is thor- 
oughly posted up in this branch of her education.*' 

88 I 



TO THE EMPRESS EUGENIA. 

"Tho new Empress of Franco had fifty-eight splendid wedding 
dresses made a few days previous to her marriage. Her pocket 
handkercbiufi!, it is said, cost 2000 francs apiece." 

It can't be possible, my dear woman, that you sold all 
your bright charms for that silly trash ! It is my female 
opinion, that those **two thou.«and franc" pocket handker- 
chiefs will be pretty well tear-stained before you get 
through with them. You ambitious little monkey ! you 
played your card to perfection. I like you for that, 
because I like to sec everything thoroughly done, if it is 
only courting ; but if you don't get tired to death of 
that old rout, my name is not Fanny, lie bears about 
OS much resemblance to his *' uncle," as Tom Thumb does 
to the Colossus of Khodes. He is an effeminate, weak- 
minded, vacillating, contemptible apology for a man ; — 
never has done anything worthy the name of Napoleon, 
that ever I heard of Keep him under your thumb, you 
beautiful little witch, or your pretty hciid may pay the 
. forfeit, — who knows? It won't require much diplomacy, 
for you are the smarter of the two, unquestionably ; but 
you had better look as meek as Moses, and " keep dark " 
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about that. Don't let that managing mother of yours be 
poking her Spanish nose into French state secrets. Give 
her a baby to tend, and keep her quiet. Look as hand- 
some as you can. Frenchmen adore beauty ; — in that 
respect differ from men in general ! Keep on good 
terms with the common people, and don't flirt — if you 
can help it — with the prime ministers. If you can get 
a chance to think, and to improve your mind, I would ; 
— but it don't mutter much ; you are so handsome you 
will be a " card," anyhow. I wonder if you have a true 
woman's heart, hey ! — or are you nothing but a misera- 
ble little butterfly of a coquette ? Do you like anything 
so well as your own pretty self ? And have you any 
resources when your youth and beauty have flown ? 
Blass my soul ! what a stuj>id Americanism ! I humbly 
beg your Highness' pardon, — I forgot that a French 
woman never grows old or ugly ! Well, dance away, 
little Empress ; but I tell you that you are dancing over 
a volcano. I would not be in your satin slippers for a 
bright .sixpence. In the first place, I should de.spi.se such 
a doll-baby husband. In the next place, I hate form, and 
state, and etiquette. I should 1)0 as nervous as an eel in 
a frying-pan, to have all those maids of honor tagging at 
my heels. I know that I should bo sure to laugh in the 
wrong place, and cry when I felt like it, spite of duked" 
and duchesses. I should be just as likely to tell Napo- 
leon to tie up my slipper, or pull his moustache, if h9 
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said anything I cUd not like. Yes, a French court would 
not tome my republican blood« I will give joa permis^ 
sion, my dear, to drop me a line now and then, when 
your old gentleman is asleep, or closeted with some of 
his old **parlez tous" and tell me if you don't tire of all 
their French grandeur, and long to drop your regal robes, 
and slip off incog, to some dim old wood, where you can 
lay your soft cheek to the cool grass, and hear only the 
little birds sing ! My name is Fanny Fern, your High- 
ness ; and any further information you may require, you 
can procure of anybody in the United States, for they all 
know more about my own afiairs than I do myself ! 



EMPRESS EUGENIA'S MAIDS OP 

HONOR. 

** Rumor tella us that two New York ladies, Mad. "R., late Miss 
L., and Mrs. R., formerly Miss C, have been appointed damea d*hon^ 
new- of the Empress Eagenia.*' 

Cebtainlt! it takes American gems to sparkle in 
foreign diadems. Now, my dears, stand up for your own 
country, and all its institutions, till your last gasp« 
Send over here for all your boots and bonnets. Tell 
them France is a yillanous place, and you are never 
sure you are not eating a defunct firog in your fricassee ; 
that hero in America we all have our blessed little 
homes, full of love and sunlight, and don't go wandering 
round spending half our lives in a cafe, and the other 
half in a theatre. Tell them that all the proceeds from 
the sale of Uncle Tom's Cabin the authoress will devote 
to liberating, and educating, and polishing up all the dark 
meat in slavcrydom (?), and that the American women 
don't go stampedeing round the country in dickeys and 
broadcloth, vociferating for " Woman's Rights ! " (?) 

Yes, and see you keep a stiff upper lip when that milk 
and water Napoleon speaks to yon, and give those little 
dapper Frenchmen fits all round. Tell them they make 
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passable cavalierB ; but it wtnild take a wlujle nation of 
tbciu, M on froga' legs, and sugu and water, to make ooe 
of our ^iitisFactory, inagnilicent, Amerioon huHbaods. Say 
lliat uur men arc the hauiiiomMt, ami the most gallaal, 
anil tbe bravest, nnii tlie best informed of anj nalioa upon 
the I'ucje of the globe; tiiat our babioo are all born 
repeating " the Declamtiou of Iiido[i«u<leiiuu ;" iind tlwt 
our Kucks will be up i{uickvr than the click of a muiikut, 
if ihiiigt< are not managud ovur tLcrc to suit our Bunker 
Ulll notions. 

And now, good-bf ; toM jronr bonnetH up in tfa« air 
every lime jou see " the Stan and stripes;" hisB at tbe 
" 31:irbcil]es nyaio," and clap your batidii till they ara 
blLi'lerud whenever our bloued " rtuikoo Daodlo " atrikoa 
npuQ jour ear. 




FAST DAY. 

WuAT is Fast Day ? ! 't is a day set apart by 
" his ilxccllcncy the Governor," for the special benefit of 
fast men, fast horses, fast foot-balls, fast cricket-matches, 
fast eating, fast drinking, fast billiard-playing, and fast 
niucpin-rolling. A fast day for theatres, and concerts, 
and museums, — for the literary pig, — for the calf with 
two heads, — and for the nondescript animal captured by 
Capt. Humbug, which measures ^zactly six feet from his 
nose to his tail, and ten feet from his tail to his nose ! 

A day when the " upper ten '* stay carefully within 
doors because the " snobs " go out ; a day when Nancy 
hangs up her mop at an early hour, puts on a yellow 
bonnet and a rainbow gown, and rcat the tips of her cot- 
ton gloves confidingly on John*s broadcloth, as they 
saunter lovingly round the Frog Pond. 

A day when " Brother Jonathan " yawns prodigiously 
at the idea of a whole day of pleasuring; when tho 
straight -laeed earn an uproarious appetite for an early 
tea ; when the ministers fire off political squibs, — foi 
their audience, the sexton ; — and when the streets and 
environs of the city look as ii' Boston had taken an 
emetic. 
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Order the office boy to make up more fire, or to open 
a window, just as your individual thermometer may dio- 
tate. You will, of course, wish to write a letter. Very 
well ; help yourself to paper, - there is plenty of it, you 
see; and a pen and ink, too. Interrupt the Editor's 
cogitations by asking him the day of the month, and what 
county the town of Shrewsbury, state of Iowa, is in. 
Tell him that his ink is abominable and his pen perfectly 
atrocious, — throwing in a few general remarks, to tho 
effect that editorial and hotel pens are always unmiti- 
gatedly bad, — and set him rummaging for something 
better. Then tell him that your letter is to a lady, and 
that, of course, you want a white envelope, instead of 
" one of those yellow things ;" and a letter stamp, too, as 
you must prepay it. If he has no white envelopes or 
letter stamps, request him to send the boy out for some ; 
and express your regret that you have no small change 
to pay for them, saying, — and you can laugh at your 
wit, and so pass tho thing off handsomely, — " But these 
little things always regulate themselves in the end." 
Having sealed your letter, vociferate to the " devil " to 
come and carry it to the post-office, quick; and bor- 
row a quarter of the editor to pay him for carrying it ; 
remarking that it is a principle with you never to ask a 
gratuitous favor of anybody, especially of a boy ; but 
that you always pay for services rendered. Now, you 
borrow a cigar from the editor's case ; call for matches ; 
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"apply the caloric to the prepared weed;" throw your 
muddy boots over a pile of ** accepted manuscripts/' and 
puff away ; occasionally humming, in a tone between a 
gurgle and a howl, snatches of — 

** I know by the smoko that ao gracefully curled," — 

or of something else " appropriate to the occasion ;" ever 
and anon knocking off your cigar ashes into the iukstiind. 

Your cigar finished, turn around to your victim, and 
ask, in a confidential tone, *' What is the exact circula- 
tion of his paper ? " and stick to the point till you get 
some definite information about it. Try, also, to worm 
out of him what each assistant editor gets a week ; what 
contributors receive ; how much the advertisements annu- 
ally yield ; if some persons don't get advertising cheaper 
than others; if the Journal is really honest and impartial 
in its criticisms ; who actually writes the leaders ; who 
writes the *' searching " articles on the rascality of tho 
Aldermen ; how many share-holders there are in the 
Journal, and who owns the most stock ; what is the 
actual valuation of the establishment, and what percent- 
age it pays, and who writes the musical criticisms ; con- 
tinuing this pumping process as long as it may prove 
agreeable — to you. 

Ah ! here comes a lot of proof Pounce upon it, Mr. 
Leisure, and read it slowly ; although you see the com- 
positor waiting for the editor to correct it. Try your 
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hand at making a few corrections yourself. You will, of 
course, scratch and blot the proof so as to render it illeg- 
ible ; but no matter ; you can make that all square by 
throwing it down, at last, with the exclamation, ** that 
you never could get the hang of correcting proof." And 
now, while the editor is restoring the defaced document, 
you should carefully examine the manuscript copy; as 
you may, perhaps, recognize the handwriting, and thus 
make another addition to your stock of useful informa- 
tion. Proofs of the telegraphic despatches and other 
postscript matter are now brought in ; the paper is nearly 
ready to go to press, and those should be read and 
returned at once ; but never mind ; you must have the 
first look at them, — you are so anxious to know what has 
" turned up." 

You can wind up by giving the editor some wholesome 
advice about the mamigemcnt of his paper. Tell him it 
lacks life and variety ; that he harps too much on one 
string ; that there is not back-bone enough in his arti- 
cles ; that his course lacks unity, and is not always in 
harmony with itself; that ho should have more young 
blood in his editorial corps ; that, if you had time, you 
would give him a lift yourself, by sending in a few spicy 
and nervous articles on miscellaneous topics. Take 
another cigar from his case ; light it ; throw the imextin- 
guished match into a heap of papers ; drag your hat across 
the editor's table, upsetting his inkstand and knocking 
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OWLS KILL HUMMING-BIRDS. 

*' We are not to suppose that the oak wants stability because itf 
light and changeable leayes dance to the music of the breeze ; — 
nor are we to conclude that a man wants solidity and strength of 
mind because he may exhibit an occasional playfulness and leyity." 

No, INDEED ! So, if you haye the bump of mirthfulness 
dcTelopcd, don't marry a tombstone. You come skipping 
into the parlor, with your heart as light as a feather, and 
your brain full of merry fancies. There he sits ! stupid 
— solemn — and forbidding. 

You go up and lay your hand on his arm ; he 's mag- 
netized about as much as if an omnibus-driver had 
punched him in the ribs for his fare ; and looks in your 
face with the same expression he 'd wear if contemplating 
his ledger. 

You turn away and take up a newspaper. There 's a 
witty paragraph ; your first impulse is to read it aloud to 
him. No use ! He would n't see through it till the 
middle of next week. Well, as a sort of escape-valye to 
your ennui, you sit down to the piano and dash off a 
waltz ; he interrupts you with a request for a dirge. 

Your little child comes in, — Heaven bless her ! — and 
titters some one of those innocent pettinesses which ore 
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'*THE BEST OF MEN HAVE 
THEIR FAILINGS.'' 

I WISH I couM ever take up a paper that endorsed my 
liberal sentiments. I 've always warped to the opinion 
that good men were as safe as homuoopathic pills. You 
don't suppose they ever patronize false words or false 
weights, false measures or false yardsticks ? You don't 
suppose tlioy ever slander their neighbors aAcr making a 
long-winded exhortation in a vestry meeting ? You don't 
£-upj»ose they ever lift their beavera to a long purse, and 
turn thuir backs on a thread-bare coat ? You don't sup- 
l)0se thoy ever bestow a charity to have it trumpeted in 
the nowsj»apcrs ? You don't supj»ose, when they trot 
devoutly to nuietiiig twice a d;iy on Sunday, that they 
overhaul ihoir ledgers in the intermission ? You don't 
suppose they ever put doubtful-looking bank bills in tho 
contribution box? You d m't suppose they ever pay 
their mini-tor's ."ah'ry in consumptive hens and damaged 
turkeys? I wihh poo[>lo wore not so uncharitable and 
suspicious. It disgusts me with human nature. 

Now, if I once hear a man make a prayer, that 'a 
enough said. After that, Gabriel couldn't make me 
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beliovo he was a sinner. If his faco is of an orthodox 
length, and his creed is dyed in the wool, I consider him 
a prepared subject for the undortuker. If his toes are 
on an evangelical platform, I am morally certain his eyes 
never will goon a "fool'.s errand." If he has a proper 
reverence for a church steeple, I stake my life on it, his 
conduct will bo perpendicular, t should be perfectly 
willing to pin my faith on his sleeve till the final consom- 
mation of all things. Yes, I 've the most unswerving, 
indei«tructible, undying confidence in any man who owns 
a copy of Watts* Psalms and Hymns. Such a man never 
trips, or, if he does, you 7iccer catch him at it ! i^ 
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